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BOOK I. 

A I R. 

D aughter of Pason, queen of every joy, 

H y G E I A whofe indulgent fmile fuftams 
The various race luxuriant nature pours. 

And on th’ immortal effences bellows 

Immortal youth ; aufpicious, O defeend ! 5 

Thou chearful guardian of the rolling year. 

Whether thou wanton’ll: on the weftern gale. 

Or Ihak’fl the rigid pinions of the north, 

DifFufeft life and vigour through the trails 
Of air, through earth, and ocean’s deep domain. 10 
W’hen through the blue ferenity of heaven 
Thy power approaches, all the wadeful hod 
Of Pain and Sicknefs, fqualid and deform’d. 
Confounded fink into the loathfome gloom, 

^ Hygeia, thegoddefs of health, was, according to the genealogy 
of the heathen deities, the daughter of ^fculapius, who, as well as 
Apollo, was didinguinied by the name of Paeon. 
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Where in deep Erebus involv’d the Fiends i ^ 

Grow more profane. Whatever fhapes of death. 
Shook from the hideous chambers of the globe. 

Swarm thro’ the fhudd ring air : whatever plagues 
Or meagre famine breeds, or w ith flow wings 
Rife from the putrid watry element, 20 

The damp wafte foreft, motionlefs and rank. 

That fmothers earth and all the breathlefs winds. 

Or the vile carnage of th* inhuman field : 

Whatever baneful breathes the rotten fouth ; 

Whatever ills th’ extremes or hidden change 
Of cold and hot, or moift and dry produce; 

They fly thy pure effulgence: they and all 
The fecret poifons of avenging heaven, 

And all the pale tribes halting in the train 

Of Vice and heedlefs Pleafure : or if aught 50 

The comet’s glare amid the burning fky. 

Mournful eclipfe, or planets ill-combin’d 
Portend difaftrous to the vital world ; 

Th} falutary power averts their rage. 

Averts the general bane : and but for thee 3 j 

Nature would ficken, nature foon would die* 

Without thy chearful a^ive energy 
Ko rapture fwells the breaft, no Poet flngs. 

No more the maids of Helicon delight* 

Come then with me, O Goddefs heavenly gay! 40 
Begin the fong; and let it fweetly flow. 

And let it wifely teach thy wholefome laws : 

How befl: the fickle fabrick to fupport 
Of mortal man j in healthful body how 

** A healthful 



ART OF PRESERVING HEALTH. 

A healthful mind the longeft to maintain/^ 
^Tis hard, in fuch a (Irife of rules, to chufe 
The beft, and thofe of moR extenfive ufe ; 
Harder in clear and animated fong 
Dry philofophic precepts to convey* 

Yet with thy aid the fecret wilds I trace 
Of nature, and with daring fteps proceed 
Through paths the mufes never trod before. 

Nor ihould I wander doubtful of my way. 
Had I the lights of that fagacious mind 
Which taught to check the peftilential fire. 

And quell the deadly Python of the Nile. 

O thou belov’d by all the graceful arts. 

Thou long the fav’rite of the healing powers. 
Indulge, O Meao! a well-defign’d efiay. 
Howe’er imperfedl : and permit that I 
My little knowledge with my country fliare. 

Till you the rich Afclepian ftores unlock. 

And with new graces dignify the theme. 

YE who amid this feverifh world would wear 
A body free of pain, of cares a mind; 

Fly the rank city, fhun its turbid air ; 

Breathe not the chaos of eternal fmoke 
And volatile corruption, from the dead. 

The dying, fickning, and the living world 
Exhal’d, to fully heaven’s tranfparent dome 
With dim mortality. It is not Air 
That from a thoufand lungs reeks back to thine. 
Sated with exhalations rank and fell. 

The fpoil of dunghills, and the putrid thaw 

B3 


45 


50 


55 


6d 


6s 


70 


Of 



ARMSTRONG'S POEMS. 


6 

Of nature ; ^vhen from fliape and texture fhe 
Relapfes into fighting elements; 

It IS not Air, but floats a naufeous mafs 
Of all obfcene, corrupt, ofFenfive things. 

Much moifture hmts; but here a fordid bath. 

With oily rancour fraught, relaxes more So 

The folid frame than Ample moiflure can, 

Befides, immur’d in many a fallen bay 
That never felt the frefhnefs of the breeze. 

This flumbring Deep remains, and ranker grows 
With fickly reO: : and (though the lungs abhor S5 
To drink the dun fuliginous abyfs) 

Did not the acid vigour of the mine. 

Roll’d from fo many thuiidring chimneys, tame 
The putrid fleams that overfwarm the Iky ; 

This cauflic venom would perhaps corrode 90 

Thofe tender cells that draw the vital air. 

In vam with all their undfuous rills bedew^’d ; 

Or by the drunken venous tubes, that yawn 
In countlefs pores o’er all the pervious flcin 
Imbib’d, would poifon the balfamic blood, 

And roufe the heart to every fever’s rage. 

While yet you breathe, away ; the rural wilds 
Invite; the mountains call you, and the vales ; 

The woods, the flreams, and each ambrofial breeze 
That fans the ever undulating iky ; 1 00 

A kindly Iky! whofe foft’ring power regales 
Man, beafl, and all the vegetable reign. 

Find then fome Woodland feene where nature fmiles 
Benign, where all her honeft children thrive. 


To 
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To us there wants not many a happy Seat! 105 

Look round the fmiling land, fuch numbers rife 
We hardly fix, bewilder’d in our choice. 

See where enthron^'d in adamantine iiate. 

Proud of her bards, imperial Windfor fits 1 
There chufe thy feat, in fome afpirmg grove HO 

Fall by the flow ly- winding Thames ; or where 
Broader fhe laves fair Richmond’s gieen retreats^ 
(Richmond that fees an hundred villas rife 
Rural or gay), O! from the fummer ’s rage 
01 wiap me in the friendly gloom that hides l ly 
Umbrageous Ham^ — But, if the bufy Towm 
Attrad thee flill to toil for power or gold. 

Sweetly thou mayfl thy vacant hours pofTefs 
In Hampftead, courted by the weftern wind | 

Or Greenwich, waving o’er the winding food 5 120 

Or lofe the world amid the fylvan wilds 
Of Dulwich, yet by barbarous arts unfpoird. 

Green rife theKentifh hills in chearful air j 
But on the marfhy plains that Lincoln fpreads 
Build not, nor reft too long thy wand’ring feet* 125 
For on a ruftic throne of dewy turf. 

With baneful fogs her aching temples bound, 

Quartana there prefides : a meagre Fiend 
Begot by Eurus, when his brutal force 
Comprefs’d the flothful Naiad of the Fens* 130 

From fuch a mixture fprung, this fitful peft: 

With fev’rifti blafts fubdues the fickning land : 

Cold tiemors come, with mighty love of reft, 

^pnvulfive yawnings, lallitude, and pains 
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That fling the burden’d brows, fatigue the loins^ 

And rack the joints and every torpid limb; 13S 

Then parching heat fucceeds, till copious fweats 
Overflow : a fhort relief from former ills. 

Beneath repeated fhocks the wretches pine; 

The vigour finks, the habit melts away; 140 

The chearful, pure, and animated bloom 
Pies fioni the face, with fqualid atrophy 
Pevour’d, in fallow melancholy clad. 

And oft the Sorcerefs, in her fated wrath, 

Refigns them to the furies of her tiain; I4j; 

The bloated Hydrops, and the yellow Fiend 
Ting’d with her own accumulated gall. 

In queft of Sites, avoid the mournful plain 
Where ofiers thrive, and trees that love the lake; 
Where many lazy muddy rivers flow : 

Nor for the wealth that all the Indies roll 
Fix near the marfhy margin of the main. 

For from the humid foil and watry reign 
Eternal vapours rife; thefpungy air 
For ever weeps : or, turgid with the weight 
Of waters, pours a founding deluge down. 

Skies fuch as thefe let every mortal fhun 
Who dreads the dropfy, palfy, or the gout. 

Tertian; corrofive fcurvy; m moifl catairh: 

Or any other injury^ that grows 
From raw-fpun fibres^idle and unftrung. 

Skin ill-perfpiring, and the purple flood 
In languid eddies loitering into phlegm, 
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Yet not alone from liiimid Ikies we pine; 

For Air may be too dry. The fubtle heaven, 1 6 $ 

That winnows into dull the blaffed downs. 

Bare and extended wide without a ftream. 

Too fail imbibes th’ attenuated lymph 
Which, by the furface, from the blood exhales^ 

The lungs grow rigid, and with toil eifay 
Their flexible vibrations; or inflam’d. 

Their tender ever-moving ftrudure thaws. 

Spoird of Its limpid vehicle, the blood 

A mafs of lees remains, a droffy tide 

That flow as Lethe wanders thro’ the veins % 175 

Unadlive in the fervices of life. 

Unfit to lead its pitchy current through 
Thefecret mazy channels of the brain. 

The melancholic fiend (that worfl defpair 
Of phyfic), hence the ruil-complexion’d man 1 80 
Purfues, whofe blood is dry, whofe fibres gain 
Too flretch’d a tone: and hence in climes adufl 
So fudden tumults feize the trembling nerves. 

And burning fevers glow with double rage. 

Fly, if you can, thefe violent extremes 1 8 $ 

Of Ail : the wholefome is nor moift nor dry* 

But as the power of chufing is deny’d 
To half mankind, a further tafk enfaes ; 

How beft to mitigate thefe fell extremes. 

How breathe unhurt the withering element, 190 
Or hazy atmofphere: Though Cuflom moulds 
To ev’ry clime the foft Promethean clay; 

And he who firfl the fogs of Eflex breath'd 

So 


4 



TO 


ARMSTRONG'S POEMS* 


m 


(So kind is native air) may in the fens 
Of EiTex from inveterate ills revive 
At pure Montpelier or Bermuda caught* 

But if the raw and oozy heaven oiFend ; 

Corre(fl the foil, and dry the fources up 

Of watery exhalation : wide and deep 

Condud your trenches through the quaking bog5 200 

Soliicitous, with all your winding arts. 

Betray th’ unwilling lake into the ftream ; 

And weed the foreft, and invoke the \vinds 
To break the toils where ftrangled vapours lie ; 

Or through the thickets fend the crackling flames. 

Mean time at home with chearful fires difpel 
The humid air : And let your table fmoke 
With fohd roafl or bak'd ; or what the herds 
Of tamer breed fupply 5 or what the wilds 
Yield to the toilfome pleafures of the chafe. 

Generous your wine, the boaft of rip’ning years ; 

But frugal be your cups : the languid frame 
Vapid and funk from yefterday's debauch. 

Shrinks from the cold embrace of watery heavens. 

But neither thefe nor all Apollo’s arts, 

Difarm the dangers of the dropping Iky, 

XJnlefs with exercife and manly toil 

You brace your nerves, and fpurthe lagging blood. 

The fat’ning clime let all the fons of eaf^ 

Avoid ; if indolence would wifh to live, 220 

Go, yawn and loiter out the long flow year 
In fairer fkies. If droughty regions parch 
The Ikin and lungs, and bake the thickening blood ; 

Deep 
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Deep in the aving foreft chiife your feat, 

Wheie fuming tiees rcfiefh the thirty air ; 

And \\ake the fountains from then fecret beds^ 
And into Jakes dilate the rapid Ereara. 

Here fpread your gaidens wide; and let the cooly 
The moift relaxing vegetable Rore 
Prevail in each repaft. Your food fupplied 
By bleeding life, be gently walled down. 

By foft decoclion and a mellowing heat. 

To liquid balm ; oi , if the folid raafs 
You chufe, tormented m the boiling wave; 

That through the thiidy channels of the blood 
A fmooth diluted chyle may ever flow. 

The fragrant dairy from its cool recefs 
Itsneflar acid or benign will pour 
To drown your tliirll, or let the mantling bowl 
Of keen Sherbet the flckle talle relieve. 

For with the vifcous blood the Ample Aream 
Will hardly mingle, and fermented cups 
Oft difllpate more moifture than they give. 

Yet when pale feafons rife, or winter rolls 
His horrors o’er the world, thou may’ll indulge 
In fealls more genial, and impatient broach 
The mellow calk. Then too the fcourging air 
Provokes to keener toils than fultry droughts 
Alloiv. But rarely we fuch Ikies blafpheme. 
Steep’d in continual rains, or with raw fogs 
Bedew’d, our feafons droop>; incumbent jflill 
A ponderous heaven o’erwhelms the finking foul. 
Lab’ring with fiorms in heapy mountains rife 
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Th’ imbattled clouds, as if the Stygian lhades 

Had left the dungeon of eternal night, 255’ 

Till black with thunder all the South defcends. 

Scarce in a fhowerlefs day the heavens indulge 
Our melting clime; except the baleful Eaft 
Withers the tender fpring, and fourly checks 
The fancy of the year. Our fathers talk 26?^ 

Of furamers, balmy airs, and Ikies ferene. 

Good heaven! for what unexpiated crimes 
This difmal change^ The brooding elements 
Do they, your powerful minifters of wrath, 

Prepare fome fierce exterminating plague ? 265 

Or is it fix'd in the Decrees above 
That lofty Albion melt into the main I 
Indulgent Nature 1 O difiblve this gloom ! 

Bind in eternal adamant the winds 

That drown or wither: Give the genial Well 27a 

To breathe, and in its turn the fprightly North : 

And may once more the circling feafons rule 
The year ; not mix in every monftrous day. 

Mean time, the moifi: malignity to Ihun 274 

Of burthen'd (Ivies ; mark where the dry champaign 
Swells into chearful hills, where Marjoram 
And Thyme, the love of bees, perfume the air; 

And where the* Cynorrhodon with the rofe, 

Tor fragrance vies; for in the thirfty foil 

Moft fragrant breathe the aromatic tribes. 280 

There bid thy roofs high on the balking fieep 

* The wild rofe, or that which grows on the common briar. 


Afcend, 
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Afcend, there light thy hofpitable fires* 

And let them fee the inter morn arife. 

The fummer evening blufhing in the weft ; 

While with umbrageous oaks the ridge behind 
O’erhunga defends you from the bluft'niig norths 
And bleak afHidion of the peevilh eaft. 

O i when the growling winds contend, and all 
The founding foreft fluduates in the ftorm ; 

To fink in warm repofe, and hear the din 
Howl o’er the fteady battlements, delights 
Above the luxury of vulgar fleep. 

The murmuring rivulet, and the hoarfer ftrain 
Of waters rufhing o’er the flippery rocks. 

Will nightly lull you to ambrofial reft. 

To pieafe the fancy is no trifling good, 

Wheie health is ftudied ; for whatever moves 
The mind with calm delight, promotes the juft 
And natural movements of th’ harmonious frame. 
Befides, the fportive brook for ever fhakes 
The trembling air ; that floats from hill to hill, 
From vale to mountain, with inceffant change 
Of purefi: element, refrefhmg ftiU 
Your airy feat, and uninfeded Gods. 

Chiefly for this I praife the man who builds 
High on the breezy ridge, whofe lofty fides 
Th’ ethenal deep with endlefs billows chafes. 

His purer manflon nor contagious years 
Shall reach, nor deadly putrid airs annoy. 

But may no fogs, from lake or fenny plain. 
Involve my hill I And wherefoe’er you build ; 
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Whether on fun-burnt Epfom, or the plains 
Wafli'd by the filent Lee; m Chelfea low. 

Or high Blackheath with wintry winds aflaird; 

Dry be your houfe : but airy more than warm, 315 
Eife every breath of ruder wind will Unke 
Your tender body through with rapid pains ; 

Fierce coughs will teize you, hoarfenefs bind your voice, 
Or moift Giavedo load your aching brows. 

Thefe to defy and all the fates that dwxll 320 

In cloiller’d air tainted with learning life. 

Let lofty ceilings grace your ample rooms; 

And ftili at azure noontide may your dome^ 

At every window drink the liquid Iky. 

Need we the funny fituation here, 32 j 

And theaties open to the fouth, commend ? 

Here, where the morning’s milly breath infefls 
More than the torrid noon ? How fickly grow. 

How pale, the plants m thofe ill-fated \ales 
That, circled round with the gigantic heap 330 
Of mountains, never felt, nor ever hope 
To feel, the genial vigour of the fun ! 

While on the neighbouring hill the rofe inflames 
The verdant fpring; in virgin beauty blows 
The tender lily, languifliingly eet ; 3 3 j 

O’er every hedge the wanton woodbine roves. 

And autumn ripens in the fummer’s ray* 

Nor lefs the warmer living tribes demand 

The foil’ring fun: whofe eneigy divine 

Dwells notin mortal fire; whofe gen rous heat 340 
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Glows through the xnafs of grolTer elements. 
And kindles into Ufe the pondrous fpheres, 

C bear'd by thy kind in\ igorating warmth. 
We court thy beams, great majefty of day ! 

If not the foul, the regent of this world, 
Farft-born of heaven, and only lefs than God ! 
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BOOK II. 

DIET. 

'P N O U G H of Air. A defart fubjedi: now^ 
Rougher and wilder, rifes to my fight. 

A barren wafte, where not a garland grows 
To bind theMufe*s brow; not ev’n a proud 
Stupendous folitude frowns o’er the heath, | 

To roufe a noble horror in the foul; 

But rugged paths fatigue, and error leads 
Through endlefs labyrinths the devious feet. 

Farewel, etherial fields! the humbler arts 

Of life; the Table and the homely Gods lO 

Demand my fong, Elyfian gales adieu ! 

The blood, the fountain whence the fpirits How, 
The generous ftream that waters every part. 

And motion, vigour, and warm life conveys 
To ev ery particle that moves or lives ; i J 

This vital fiuid, through unnumber’d tubes 
Pour’d by the heart, and to the heart again 

Refunded! 
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Refunded, fcourg’d for ever round and round; 
Enrag’d heat and toil, at laft forgets 
Its bahny nature; virulent and thin 
It grows ; and now, but that a thoufand gates 
Are open to its flight, it would deftroy 
The parts it clierifh’d and repair’d beforCc 
Befides, the flexible and tender tubes 
Melt in the mildefl mofl: neflareous tide 
That ripening nature rolls , as in the ilream 
Its crumbling banks ; but what the vital force 
Of plaftic fluids hourly batters down, 

Silvery force, thofe plaftic particles 
^^tiild: So mutable the ftate of man. 

For ftis the watchful appetite was giv’n. 

Daily with frelh materials to repair 
This unavoidable expence of life, 

This neceflary wafle of flefti and blood. 

Hence the concodive powers, with various art. 
Subdue the ciuder aliments to chyle; 

The chyle to blood; the foamy purple tide 
To liquors, which through liner arteries 
To different parts their winding courfe purfue; 
To try new changes, and new forms pat on. 

Or for the public, or fome private ufe. 

Nothing fo foreign but th’ athletic hind 
Can labour into blood. The hungry meal 
Alone he fears, or aliments too thin; 

By violent powers too eaflly fubdu’d. 

Too foon expeird. His daily labour thaws. 

To friendly chyle, the moft rebellious mafs 
VoL. LXXI. C 
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That fait can harden^ or the fmoke of }-ears; 

Noi does his gorge the lufcious bacon rue. 

Nor that which Ceftna fends, tenacious pafte 50 
Of folid milk. But ye of fofter clay. 

Infirm and delicate! and je who wafte 
With pale and bloated fioth the tedious day! 

Avoid the ftubborn aliment, a\ oid 
The full repaft, and let fagacious age 
Grow wifer, lelTon’d by the dropping teeth. 

Half fubtiliz’d to chyle, the liquid food 
Readiefi: obeys th' afiimilatiag powers, 

And foon the tender vegetable mafs 

Relents ; and foon the young of thofe that tread 

The fiedfafi: earth, or clear e the green abyfs. 

Or pathlefs ficy. And if the Steer mufi: fall. 

In youth and fanguine vigour let him die 5 
Nor fi:ay till rigid age, or heavy ails, 

Abfolve him ill-requited from the yoke. 6 ^ 

Some with high forage, and luxuriant eafc. 

Indulge the veteran Ox; but wifer thou. 

From the bald mountain or the barren downs, 

Exped the Hocks by frugal nature fed ; 

A race of purer blood, with exercife 70 

Refin'd and fcanty fare. For, old or young. 

The Haird are never healthy;, nor the cramm'd. 

Not all the culinary arts can tame, 

To wholefome food, the abominable growth 

Of reft and gluttony; the prudent tafie 75 

Rejeds like bane fuch loathfome lufcioufnefs. 

The languid flomach curfes even the pure 
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Delicious fat, and all the race of oil ; 

For more the oily aliments relax 
Its feeble tone, and with the eager lymph 
^ond to incorporate with all it meets) 

Coily they mix, and fhun with hippery wiles 
The woo’d embrace. Th’ irrefoluble oil, 

So gentle late and blandifhing, m floods 

Of rancid bile o eiflows ; What tumults hence, 85 

What horrors rife, were naufeous to relate. 

Choofe leaner viands, ye whofe jo\ial make 
Too faft the gummy nutriment imbibes : 

Choofe fober meals ; and roufe to adive life 
Your cumbrous clay; nor on th’ infeebling down, 
Irrefolute, protra(fl the morning hours. 91 

But let the man whofe bones are thinly clad, 

With chearful eafe and fucculent repall 
Improve his habit if he can ; for each 
Extreme departs from perfe6^ fanity. 

I could relate what table this demands 
Or that complexion , what the \ arious powers 
Of \ arious foods: But flfty years would roll. 

And fifty more before the tale were done. 

Befides tlieic often lurks fome namelefs, flrange, 100 
Peculiar thing, nor on the flem difplay'd. 

Felt m the pulfe, nor in the habit feen ; 

Which finds a poifon in the food that mofl 
The temperature affedfs. There are, whofe blood 
Impetuous rages through the turgid veins, loy 

Who better bear the fieiy fruits of Ind 
Thau the moift Melon, or pale Cucumber, 

C z 
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Of chilly nature others fly the board 
Supply’d with flaughter, and the vernal powers 
For cooler, kinder, fuftenance implore. 

Some even the generous nutriment deteft i lo 

Which, in the fhell, the fleeping embryo rears. 

Some, more unhappy flill, repent the gifts 
Of Pales ; foft, delicious and benign : 

The balmy quinteflence of every flower, 

And every grateful heib that decks the fpring; i 
Thefoll^nng dew of tender fp routing life; 

The befl refedion of declining age; 

The kind reftorative of thofe who he 
Half dead and panting, from the doubtful fliife 
Of nature flruggling in the grafp of death. 120 

Try all the bounties of this fertile globe, 

Theie is not fuch a falutary food 

As fuits with ev ery ftomacb. But (except. 

Amid the mingled mafs of fifh and fowl. 

And boiPd and bak’d, you hefitate by which rij 
You funk opprefs’d, or whethei not by all ;) 

Taught by experience foon you may difeern 
What pleafes, what offends. Avoid the cates 
That lull the ficken’d appetite too long ^ 

Or heave with fev’rifli flufhings all the face, 130 
Earn in the palms, and parch the roughning tongue , 
Oi much diminifh or too much increafe 
Th’ expence, which nature’s wife oeconomy. 

Without or waile or avarice, maintains. 

Such cates abjur d, let prouling hunger loofe, 

And bid the curious palate roam at will; 

i 
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They fcarce can err amid the various ftores 
That burft the teeming entrails of the world* 

Led by fagacious tafte, the ruthlefs king 
Of beafts on blood and fiaughter only lives ; 1 4.0 

The Tiger, formed alike to cruel meals. 

Would at the manger llarve: Of milder feeds 
The generous horfe to herbage and to grain 
Confines his wilh; though fabling Greece refound 
The Thracian fleeds with human carnage wild, 145 
Prompted by inftind’s never-erring power. 

Each creature knows its proper aliment; 

But man, th’ inhabitant of ev’ry clime. 

With all the commoners of nature feeds* 

Direded, bounded, by this power within, 150 

Their cravings are well-aim'd : Voluptuous Man 
Is by fuperior faculties milled | 

Milled from pleafure even in quell of joy. 

Sated with Nature’s boons, what thoufands feek. 

With difhes tortur’d from their native tafte, 1 55 
And mad variety, to fpur beyond 
Its wifer will the jaded appetite! 

Is this for pleafure ? Learn a jailer tafte; 

And know that temperance is true luxury. 

Or is it pride ? Purfue fome nobler aim. 1 60 

Bifmifs your paralites, who praife for hire; 

And earn the fair elleem of honell men, 

Whofe praife is fame. Form’d of fuch clay as yours, 
The lick, the needy, Ihiver at your gates. 

Kv en modeft want may blefs your hand unfeen, 1 65 
Though hulh’d in patient wretchednefs at home. 

C 3 is 
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Is there no virgin, grac’d with every charm 
But that which binds the mercenary vow I 
No youth of genius, whofe ncgleded bloom 
Unfofler’d fickens in the barren fhade; I'jO 

No worthy man, by fortune’s random blows. 

Or by a heart too generous and humane, 

Conftrain’d to leave his happy natal feat. 

And figh for wants more bitter than his own^ 

There aie, wdnle human mifeiies abound, 

A tlioufand ways to wmfte fupeiiluous wealth. 

Without one fool or flatterer at youi board. 

Without one hour of ficknefs or difgufl. 

But other ills th’ ambiguous feafl puifue, 

Befides provoking the lafcivious tafle. rSo 

Such various foods, though haimlefs each alone. 

Each other violate ; and oft we fee 

What fliife is brew’d, and w^hat pernicious bane, 

From combinations of innoxious things. 

Th’ unbounded tafle I mean not to confine i8j 

To hermit’s diet needlefly fevere. 

But would you long the fweets of health enjoy, 

Oi hufband pleafure; at one impious meal 
Exhaufl not half the bounties of the year. 

Of every realm. It matters not mean while 190 
How much to-morrow differ from to-day; 

So far indulge . ’tis fit, befides, that man. 

To change obnoxious, be to change inur’d. 

But flay the curious appetite, and tafle 

With caution fruits you never tried before. 1 95 

Tor want of ufe the Lindefl aliment 
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Sometimes olFends ; while cuftom tames the rage 
Of poifon to miid amity with life. 

So heav’n has form d us to the general talle 
Of all Its gifts 3 fo cuftom has improv’d 200 

I'his bent of nature ; that few £mple foods. 

Of all that earth, or air, or ocean yield. 

But by excefs offends Beyond the fenfe 

Of light lefe^ion, at the genial board 

Indulge not often; nor protrafl the feaft 20^ 

To dull fatiety ; till foft and flow 

A drowzy death creeps on, th’ expanfive foul 

Opprefs d, and fmothei’d the celeftial fire. 

The flomach, urg’d beyond its a<ffive tone. 

Hardly to nutrimental chyle fubdues 2jo 

The foftell food: unfinilh’d and deprav’d. 

The chyle, in all its future wanderings, owns 
Its turbid fountain , not by purer ftreams 
So to be clear’d, but foulnefs will remain. 

To fparkling wine what ferment can exalt 215 

Th’ unripen d grape ? Or what mechanic ILill 
From the crude ore can fpin the dudlile gold? 

Grofs not treafures up a wealthy fund 
Of plagues : but more immedicable ills 
Attend the lean extreme. For phyfic loaows 220 
How to difhurden the too tumid veins. 

Even how to ripen the half-labour’d blood : 

But to unlock the elemental tubes. 

Collaps’d and Ihrunk with long inanity. 

And with balfamic nutriment repair 
The dried and worn-out habit;, to bid 
0 ^ 


Old 



Old age grow green, and wear a fecond fpimg; 
Or the tall adi, long ravilh'd from the foil. 
Through wither’d veins imbibe the vernal dew. 
When hunger calls, obey ; nor often wait 
Till hunger iharpen to corrofi\e pain : 

For the keen appetite will feall beyond 
WTat nature well can bear ; and one extreme 
Ne’er without danger meets its own re\erfe. 

Too greedily th’ exhaufted veins ablbrb 
The recent chyle, and load enfeebled powers 
Oft to th’ extindion of the vital flame. 

To the pale cities, by the firm-fet fiege 
And famine humbled, may this verfe be boms ; 
And heai , ye hardieft fons that Alliion breeds 
Long tofs’d and famifli’d on the w intry mam; 
The war Ihook off, or hofpi table fhore 
Attain’d, with temperance bear the ihock of joy ; 
Nor crown with feflive rites th’ aufpicious day : 
Such feaft might prove more fatal than the waveS; 
Than war or famine. While the vital fire 
Burns feebly, heap not the green fuel on; 

But prudently foment the wandering fpark 
With what the foonefl feeds its kindred touch , 
Be fiugal ev’n of that . a little give 
At firfl:;. that kindled, add a little more; 

Till, by deliberate nourifhing, the flame 
Reviv’d, with all its wonted vigour glows. 

But though ihe two (the full and the jejune) 
Extremes have each their vice; it much avails 
E\ er with gentle tide to ebb and flow 
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From this to that : So nature learns to bear 
Whatever chance or headlong appetite 
May bring. Befides, a meagre day fubdues 
The cruder clods by iloth or luxury 260 

Collected, and unloads the wheels of life. 

Sometimes a coy averfion to the feaft 
Comes on^ while }et no blacker omen lours, 

Then is a time to Ihun the tempting board. 

Were it your natal or your nuptial day. 265 

Perhaps a fad fo^eafonable dan-es 

The latent feeds of w oe, which rooted once 

Might cod you labour. But the day return'd 

Of fedai luxury, the wife indulge 

Mod in the tender vegetable breed ; 2 yo 

Then chiefly when the fummer beams inflame 

The brazen heavens , or angry Sinus fheds 

A feveridi taint through the dill gulf of air. 

The mold cool viands then, and flowing cup 
From the fiefli dairy- virgin s liberal hand, 275^ 

Will fa\e your head from harm, tho’ round the world 
The dreaded * Caufos loll his wadeful fires, 

Pale humid winter loves the generous board. 

The meal more copious, and a warmer fare; 

And longs with old wood and old wine to chear 280 
His quaking heart. The feafons which divide 
Th’ empires of heat and cold , by neither claim’d. 
Influenc'd by both; a middle regimen 
Impofe. Through autumn’s languiOiing domain 
Defcending, nature by degrees invites 2 Sc 


The buinmg fever* 
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To glowing luxury. But fiom the depth 
Of winter when th’ imngorated \eai 
Emerges; when Favonius flufh'd with love, 

To} fui and } oung, in e\ery breeze defeends 

More warm and wanton on his kindling bride; 29® 

Then, fhepherds, then begin to fpaie your flocks; 

And learn, with wife humanity, to check 
The lull of blood. Now piegnant eaith commits 
A various offspring to th’ indulgent fky : 

Now bounteous nature feeds with lai^fh hand 295 
The prone creation, yields what once fuffic’d 
Their dainty foveieign, when the world v as young ; 
Eic )et the barbaious thiifl of blood had feiz’d 
The human breaft. — Each rolling month matures 
The food that fuits it moft , fo docs each clime. 

Far in the horrid realms of Winter, where 501 
Th’ eflabhfh’d ocean heaps a monftrous w^afle 
Of fhinmg rocks and mountains to the pole . 

Theie lues a hardy lace, whofe plainefl wants 
Relentlefs earth, their cruel flep-mother, 305 

Regards not. On the wafle of iron fields. 

Untam’d, intractable, no harvefls wave: 

Pomona hates them* and the clownifh God 
Who tends the gaiden. In this frozen world 
Such cooling gifts weie vain . a fitter meal 310 

Is earn’d with eafe ; for here the fruitful fpawm 
Of Ocean fwarms, and heaps their genial board 
With generous fare and luxury profufe. 

Thefe aie their bread, the only bread they know : 
Thefe, and their willing flaie the deer that crops 

The 
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The fhiubby herbage on their meagre hills, 3 1 6 
Gut by the burning Zone^ not thus the South 
Her fwarthy fons m either Ind, maintains : 

Or thirfty Libya ; from whofe fervid loirs 

The lion bmfts, and every fiend that roams 320 

Th" affrighted wildernefs. The mountain herd, 

Aduffc and dry, no fvieet repafl affords, 

Nor does the tepid mam fuch mnds produce. 

So perfedl, fo delicious, as the fhoals 
Of icy Zcmbla. Rafhly where the blood 325 

Eiews feverifh frays ; where fcarce the tubes fuflain 
Its tumid feivour and tempefluous couife, 

Kind nature tempts not to fuch gifts as thefe. 

But here m lu iipenrL melts the Grape; 

Here, hniih'd by n - v igorating funs, 330 

Through the green Racie the golden Orange glows; 
Spontaneous heie the turgid Melon fields 
A generous pulp : the Coco fwells on high 
With milky riches , and m horrid mail 
The czifp Ananas wraps its poignant fweets. 

Earth’s vaunted progeny . In ruder air 
Too coy to fiourifli, even too proud to live; 

Or liaidly rais’d by artificial fire 
To 1 apid life. Here with a mother^s fmlle 
Glad Amalthea pours her copious horn. 

Here buxom Ceres reigns : Th’ autumnal fea 
In boundlefs billows flu( 5 luates o’er their plains. 

What fuits the climate befi, what fuits the men. 
Nature profufes mofi, and mofi: the tafie 
Pemands# The fountain, edg’d with racy wine 
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Or acid fruit, bedews their thirfty fouls. 

The breeze eternal breathing round their limbs 
Supports in elfe intolerable air: 

While the cool Palm, the Plaintain, and the grove 
That wai'es on gloomy Lebanon, affuage 350 

The torrid hell that beams upon their heads. 

Now come, ye Naiads, to the fountains lead ; 

Now let me wander through your gelid reign. 

I burn to view th’ enthufiaftic wilds 

By mortal elfe untrod. I hear the dm 555" 

Of waters thund’ring o’er the ruin’d cliffs. 

With holy reverence I approach the rocks 
Whence glide the ftreams renowned in ancient fong. 
Here from the defart down the rumbling lleep 
Firft fprings the Nile, here burfts the founding Po 
In angry waves; Euphrates hence devolves 361 

A mighty flood to water half the Eafl ; 

And there, in Gothic folitude reclin’d. 

The chearlefs Tanais pours his hoary urn. 

What folemn twilight! What flupendous lhades 365 
Enwrap thefe infant floods^ Through every nerve 
A facred horror thrills, a pleafing fear 
‘ Glides o’er ray frame. The forefl: deepens round; 
And more gigantic flill th’ impending trees 
Stretch their extravagant arms athwart the gloom. 

Are thefe the confines of fome fairy world ^ 371 

A land of Genii ? Say, beyond thefe wilds 
What unknown nations ? If indeed beyond 
Aught habitable lies. And whither leads. 

To what flrange regions, or of blifs or pain. 


375 

That 
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That fubterraneous way? Propitious maids, 

Condud me, while vnth fearful fteps I tread 
This trembling ground. The talk remains to fing 
Your gifts (fo Paeon, fo the powers of health 
Command) to praife your cryftal element. 380 

The chief ingredient in heaven’s various works, 

Whofe flexile genius fparkles in the gem. 

Grows firm in oak, and fugitive m wine; 

The vehicle, the fource, of nutriment 
And life, to all that vegetate or live. 585 

O comfortable llreams ! With eager lips 
And trembling hand the languid thirfly quaff 
New life in you ; frefh vigour fills their veins. 

No warmer cups the rural ages knew; 

None warmer fought the fires of human kind, 590 
Happy in temperate peace! Their equal days 
Felt not th’ alternate fits of fevenfh mirth, 

And fide dejedlion. Still ferene and pleas’d 
They knew no pains but what the tender foul 
With pleafure yields to, and would ne’er forget. 

with divine immunity from ails, 596 

Long centuries they liv'd; their only fate 
Was iipe old age, and rather deep than death. 

Oh I could thofe worthies from the world of Gods 
Return to vifit their degenerate fons, 400 

How would they fcom the joys of modern time. 

With all our art and toil improv’d to pain! 

Too happy they I But wealth brought luxury. 

And luxury on floth begot difeafe. 


Leain 
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Learn temperance, friends ; and hear without difdain 
The choice of watei. Thus the ^Coan fage 406 
Opin’d, and thus the learned of eray School. 

What leafl of foieign principles paitakes 

Is befl : The lighteft then ; what bears the touch 

Of fire the leaft, and fooneft mounts in aii; 410 

The moll infipid , the moll void of fmelL 

Such the rude mountain from his horrid lides 

Pours down; fuch waters in the Tandy vale 

For e\er boil, alike of winter froHs 

And fummei's heat fecure. The cr_v fial Hream, 41 5 

Through rocks refounding, or foi many a mile 

O'er the chafd pebbles hurl’d, 'viclds wholefome, puie 

And mellow draughts; except when winter thaws, 

And half the mountains melt into the tide. 

Though thirfl were eer fo refolute, avoid 420 

The fordid lake, and all fuch drowfy floods 
As fill from Lethe Belgians flow canals , 

(With reH corrupt, with vegetation greeny 

Squalid w ith generation, and the birth 

Of little monflers,) till the power of fire 425 

Has from prophane embraces difengag’d 

The violated lymph. The virgin flream 

In boiling wafles its finer foul in air. 

Nothing like fimple element dilutes 
The food, or gives the chyle fo foon to flow. 430 
But where the flomach indolent and cold 
Toys with its duty, animate with wme 
Th’ iniipid 111 earn ; Though golden Ceres yields 


Hippocrates. 
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A more voluptuous, a more fprightly draught^ 

Perhaps more adtive. Wine unmix d, and all 435 
The gluey floods that from the vex’d abyfs 
Of fermentation fpring ; w ith fpirit fraught^ 

And furious with intoxicating fiie ; 

Retard concodion, and piefene unthavv*d 
Th’ embodied mafs. You fee what countlefs years. 
Embalm’d in fiery quintefcence of wine, 44s 

The puny wondeis of the leptile woild. 

The tender rudiments of life, the flim 
Uniavellings of minute anatomy. 

Maintain their texture, and unchang’d remain. 445 
We curfe not wine : The vile exeefs we blame ; 
More fruitful than th’ accumulated board. 

Of pain and mifery. For the fubtle draught 
Fafcer and furer Abells the \ ital tide ; 

Ana “With more adive poifon, than the floods 
Of gi oiler crudity convey, pervades 
The far lemote meanders of our frame. 

Ah^ fly deceiver! Branded o’er and o’er. 

Yet fliil believ’d ! Exulting o’er the wreck 

Of fober vow s ^ — But the ParndEan Maids 45'5 

* Another time perhaps fhall £ng the joys, 

'fhe fatal charms, the many woes of wine ; 

Perhaps its various tribes, and various po\\ers* 

Mean time, I would not always dread the bowl. 

Nor e\ery treipafs fhun. The feverifh flnfe, 460 
Rous’d by the rare debauch, fubdues, expells 
The loitering crudities that burden life; 



3 ® 


ARMSTKONG’S POEMS, 


And, like a torrent full and rapid, cleais 
Th' obflr acted tubes. Belides, this reftlefs world 
Is full of chances, winch by habit's power 465” 
To learn to bear is eafier than to Ihun. 

Ah ! when ambition, meagre love of gold. 

Or facred country calls, with mellowing wine 
To moiften well the thirfty fuffrages; 

Say how, unfeafon'd to the midnight frays 470 

Of Comus and his rout, wilt thou contend 
With Centaurs long to hardy deeds inui'd; 

Then learn to revel; but by flow degrees : 

By flow degrees the liberal arts are won; 

And Hercules grew ftrong. But when you fmooth 
The brows of care, indulge your feftive vein 476 
In cups by well-inform'd experience found 
The leafl: your bane : and only with your friends. 
There are fweet follies ; frailties to be feen 
By friends alone, and men of generous minds, 480 
Oh ^ feldom may the fated hours return 
Of drinking deepl I would not daily tafte. 

Except when life declines, even fober cups. 

Weak withering age no rigid law forbids. 

With frugal nediar, fmooth and flow with balm, 485 
The faplefb habit daily to bedew. 

And give the hefitatmg w’heels of life 
Glibber to play. But youth has better joys : 

And is it wife when youth with pleafure flows. 

To fquander the reliefs of age and pain! 490 

What dextrous thoufands jufl: within the goal 
Of wild debauch dired their nightly courfe! 

Perhaps 
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Pei haps no fickly qualms bedim their days. 

No morning: admonitions fhock the head. 

But ah! "w-hat woes remain^ Life rolls apace, 495 * 
And that incurable difeafe old age. 

In youthful bodies more feverely felt. 

More fternly aftive, fhakes their blaftcd prime: 

Except kind nature by fome hafty blow 
Prevent the lingering fates. For know, whatever 
Beyond its natural fervour hurries on 501 

The fanguine tide ; whether the frequent bowl, 
High-feafon’d fare, or exercife to toil 
Protradled ; fpurs to its laft ftage tir’d life. 

And fows the temples with untimely fnow. 505 

When life is new, the 'dudlile fibres feel 

The heart’s increafing force ; and, day by day. 

The growth advances * till the larger tubes. 

Acquiring (from their elemental veins. 

Condens’d to folid chords) a firmer tone, 

Suftain, and juft fuftain, th’ impetuous blood. 510 
Here ftops the growth. With overbeaimg pulle 
And preffure, ftill the gieat deftroy the fmall; 

* In the human body, as well as m thofe of other animals, the 
largei blood veffels are compofed of fmaller ones; which, by the 
violent motion and preffuie of the fluids in the large veflels, lofe their 
cavities by degrees, and degenerate into impervious chords or fibres* 
In proportion as ihefe fmall veflels become foUd, the larger muft of 
courfe grow lefs extenfile, more rigid, and make a ftrongerrefiftance 
to the action of the heait, and force of the blood. Fiom this gra- 
dual condenfotion of the fmaller veflels, and confeguent rigidity of 
the larger ones, the progrefs of the human body from infancy to old 
age IS accounted for. 

Voi, LXXI. D StO! 
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Still with the ruins of the finall grow Urong. 

Life glovt-s mean time, amid the grinding force 
Of vifcous finds and elaftic tubes; 

Its various fundions vigoroufly are plied 
By llrong machinery ; and in folid health 
The Man confim’d long triumphs o’er difeafe. 

But the full ocean ebbs : There is a point. 

By nature lix’d, whence life muR downward tend. 

For fill the beating tide confolidates 522 

The fubborn velTels, moie reludant fill 
To the weak throbs of th’ ill-fupported heart. 

This languifhing, thefe frength’ning by degrees 
To hard un\ielding unelaftic bone, 525 

Through tedious channels the congealing food 
Crawls lazily, and hardly wanders on ; 

It^Qi^ers* ftill . And now it fins no more* 

This is the period few attain; the death 
(Ifi'mSure; thus (fo heav’n ordain’d it) life 5*30 
Deffoys^itl^f, and could thefe laws have chang’d, 
Nefer migHt now the fates of Troy relate. 

And Homer live immortal as his fong. 

What does not fade The tower that long had food 
The crufh of thunder and the warring winds, 336 
Shook by the flow/ but fure def royer Time, 

Now hangs in doubtful rums o’er its bafe. 

And f inty pyramids, and walls of brafs, 

Defcend : the Babylonian fpires are funk ; 

Achaia, Rome, and Egypt moulder down. 54.0 
Time fhakes the fable tyranny of thrones. 

And tottering empires ruflr by their own welgliL 

This 
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This huge rotundity we tread grows old ; 

And all thofe worlds that roll around the fun. 

The fun himfelf, fhall die , and ancient Night 54 j 
Again involve the defolate abyfs . 

Till the great Father through the lifelefs gloom 
Extend his arm to light another world. 

And bid new planets roll by other laws. 

For through the regions of unbounded fpace, 550 
Wheie unconfin’d Omnipotence has room, ' 

Being, in \arious fyftems, fla(fiuates ftill 
Between creation and abhorr’d decay ; 

It ever did , perhaps and ever will. 

New worlds are ftill emerging from the deep ; 55 ^ 

The old defcending, in their turns to nfe» 
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BOOK IIL 

EXERCISE. 

fT'HRO* various toils th’ adventurous Mufe has paft; 

But half the toil, and more than half, remains. 
Rude is her Theme, and hardly fit for Song; 

Plain, and of little ornament; and I 

But little pradis'd in th’ Aonian arts, j 

Yet not in vain fuch labours have we tried. 

If aught thefe lays the fickle health confirm. 

To you, ye delicate, I write; for you 
I tame my youth to philofophic cares. 

And grow ftill paler by the midnight lamps, i a 

Not to debilitate with timorous rules 
A hardy frame; nor needlefly to brave 
Unglorious dangers, proud of mortal flrength ; 

Is all the lefibn that in wholefome years 

Concerns thefirong. His care were ill beftow’d 15 

Who would with warm effeminacy nurfe 


The 
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The thriving oak which on the mountain’s brow 
Bears all the blails that fweep the wintry heav’n. 

Behold the labourer of the glebe, who toils 
In dull, in ram, in cold and fultry Ikies; 20 

Sa\ e but the grain from mildews and the flood. 

Nought anxious he what flckly ftars afcend., 

He knows no laws by Efculapms given; 

He ftudies none. Yet him nor midnight fogs 
Infefl, nor thofe envenom’d fhafts that fly 25 

When rabid Sinus fires th' autumnal noon. 

His habit pure with plain and temperate meals, 

Robuft With labour, and by cuftom fteel’d 
To every cafualtyof varied life; 

Serene he bears the peevifh Eaftern blaR, 30 

And nninfedledbieathes the mortal South. 

Such the reward of rude and fober life; 

Of labour fuch. By health the peafant s toil 

Is well repaid ; if exercife were pain 

Indeed, and temperance pain. By arts like thefe 35 

Laconia nurs’d of old her hardy fons; 

And Rome’s unconquer’d legions urg’d their way. 
Unhurt, through every toil in every clime. 

Toil, and beftrong. By toil the flaccid nerves 
Grow firm, and gain a more compared tone ; 40 

The greener juices are by toil fubdu’d. 

Mellow’d, and fubtiliz'd ; the vapid old 
ExpeTd, and all the rancour of the blood. 

Come, my companions, ye who feel the charms 
Of nature and the year : come, let us ftray 45 

Where chance or fancy leads our roving walk: 


Come^ 
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Come, while the foft voluptuous breezes fan 
The fleecy heavens, enwrap the limbs in balm^ 

And flied a charming languor o’er the foul. 

Nor V hen bright Winter fows with prickly frofl: 50 
The vigorous ethei, in unmanly warmth 
Indulge at home; nor even when Eurus’ blafts 
This way and that convolve the lab ’ring woods* 

My libeial walks, fave when the (kies 111 lain 
Or fogs relent, no feafon (hould confine 5_y 

Oi to the cloifier’d gallery or arcade. 

Go, climb the mountain; fiom th’ ethereal fource 
Imbibe the recent gale. The chearful morn 
Beams o’er the hills ; go, mount th’ exulting Heed. 
Already, fee, the deep-mouth’d beagles catch 60 
The tainted mazes ; and, on eager fport 
Intent, with emulous impatience try 
Each doubtful trace. Or, if a nobler prey 
Delight you more, go chafe the defperate deer; 

And through its deepeil folitudes awake 65 

The vocal forefl wdth the jovial horn. 

But if the breathlefs chafe o’er hill and dale 
Exceed your ftrength; a fport of lefs fatigue. 

Not lefs delightful, the prolific ftream 

Affords. The cryftal rivulet, that o’er 70 

A ftony channel rolls its rapid maze, 

Swarms with the filver fry. Such, through the bounds 
Of paftoral Stafford, runs the brawling Trent; 

Such Eden^ from Cumbrian mountains , fuch 

The Elk, o’erhung with woods ; and fuch the flreara 
On ^hofe Arcadian banks I fixft drew air, 76 

Eiddal; 
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Liddal; till now, except in Doric lays 

Tun’d to her murmurs by her love-fick fwains. 

Unknown in fong : Though not a purer Rream, 79 

Tliro’ meads more flowery or more romantic gropes. 

Rolls toward the weflern mam. Hail^ facred flood I 

May ftill thy hofpitable fwams be bleil 

In rural innocence ; thy mountains ftill 

Teem with the fleecy race; thy tuneful woods 

For ever flourifh ^ and thy vales look gay S5: 

With painted meadows^ and the golden gram * 

Oft, w’lth thy blooming fons, when life was new, 
Sporthe and petulant, and chaim’d with toys. 

In thy tranfparent eddies have I lav'd . 

Oft trac’d with patient fleps thy fairy banks, 90 

With the well-imitated fly to hook 
The eager trout, and with the {lender line 
And yielding rod follicite to the fhore 
The ftruggling panting prey , while vernal clouds 
And tepid gales obfeur’d the ruffled pool, 9^ 

And from the deeps call’d forth the wanton fwarms. 
Form’d on the Samian fchool, or thofe of Ind,^ 

There are who think thefe paftimes fcarce humane. 

Yet in my mind (and not relentlefs I) 

His life IS pure that wears no fouler flains. 1 00 

But if through genuine tendernefs of heart. 

Or fecret want of relilh for the game. 

You fhun the glories of the chacc, nor care 
To haunt the peopled flream ; the garden yields 
A foft amufement, an humane delight. , Z05' 

To raife th’ infipid nature of the ground j 

D4 
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Or tame its favage genius to tlic grace 
Of carelefs fweet rufticity, that feems 
The amiable refult of happy chance. 

Is to create ; and gives a god-like joy, 1 2 o 

Which every year improves. Nor thou difdain 
To check the lawlefs not of the tiees. 

To plant the grove, or turn the barren mould. 

O happy he! whom, when his yeais decline, 

(His fortune and his fame by worthy means 115 
Attain’d, and equal to his moderate mind ; 

His life approv’d by all the wife and good. 

Even envied by the vain) the peaceful groves 
Of Epicurus, from this ftoriny world. 

Receive to reft, of all ungrateful cares 220 

Abfolv’d, and facred from the felfifh crowd. 

Happieft of men I if the fame foil invites 
A chofen few, companions of his youth. 

Once fellow-rakes perhaps, now rural friends; 

With whom in eafy commerce to purfue I2jf 

Nature’s free charms, and vie for fylvan fame : 

A fair ambition ; void of ftrife or guile, 

Or jealoufy, or pain to be outdone. 

Who plans th’ enchanted garden, who direfls 

The viftobeft, and beft conduds theftream; 130 

Whofe groves the fafteft thicken and afeend ; 

V^^hom firft the welcome fprmg falutes; who ftiews 
The earlieft bloom, the fweeteft proudeft charms 
Of Flora; who beft gives Pomona’s juice 
To match the fprightly genius of champain. 135 
Thrice happy days! in rural bufinefs paft; 

5 Bleft 
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Bleft winter nights! when as the genial fire 
Chears the wide hall, his coidial family 
With foft domeftic arts the hours beguile. 

And pleafing talk that ftaits no timorous fame, 140 
With witlefs wantonnefs to hunt it do^\n . 

Or through the fairy land of tale or fong 
Delighted wander, in fiditious fates 
Engag’d, and all that flrikes humanity : 

Till loft in fable, they the fiealing hour 145; 

Of timely reft forget. Sometimes, at eve 
His neighbours lift the latch, and blefs unhid 
His feftalioof, while, o’er the light repaft. 

And fprightly cups, they mix in focial joy ; 

And, through the maze of converfation, trace 
Whatever amufes or improves the mind. 

Sometimes at eve (for I delight to tafte 
The native zeft and favour of the fruit, 

Where fenfe grows wild and takes of no manure) 

The decent, honeft, chearful hufbandman 15J 

Should drown his labours in my friendly bowlj 
And at my table find himfelf at home. 

Whate’er yoa ftudy, in whate’er you fweat. 

Indulge your tafte. Some love the manly foils; 

The tennis feme; and fome the graceful dance. 160 
Others more hardy, range the purple heath. 

Or naked ftubble; wherefrom field to field 
The founding coveys urge their labouring flight; 

Eager amid the rifing cloud to pour 

The gun’s unerring thunder: And there are 1 6 ^ 

Whom 
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Whom ftill the ^ meed of the green archer charms* 

He chafes beft, whofe labour entertains 
His vacant fancy moft : The toil you hate 
Fatigues you foon, and fcarce improves your limbs* 

As beauty flill has blemilh; and the mind 1 70 
The mofl: accomplifh’d its imperfedl fide; 

Few bodies are there of that happy mould 
But fome one part is weaker than the reft : 

The legs, peihaps, or arms refufe their load. 

Or the cheft labours. Thefe aftiduoufly, 1 75 

But gently, in their proper arts employ'd. 

Acquire a vigour and fpringy adivity 
To vvhich they were not born. But weaker parts 
Abhor fatigue and \ lolent difcipline. 

Begin with gentle toils ; and, as your nen es i So 
Grow firm, to hardier by juft: ileps afpire. 

The prudent, even in every moderate walk. 

At firft but faunter ; and by ftow degrees 

Increafe their pace. This dodrlne of the wife 

Well knows the mafter of the flying fteed, 1 8 j 

Firftfrom the goal the manag'd courfers play 

On bended reins . as } et the Ikilful youth 

Reprefs their foamy pride ; but every breath 

The race grows waimer, and the tempeft fwells ; 

Till all the flery mettle has its way, j 90 

And the thick thunder hurries o'er the plain. 

When all at once from indolence to toil 

^ This word js much ufed by fome of the old BngUfh poets, and 
RawarJ oTPaxf, 


You 
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You fpring, the fibres by the hafty fhock 
Are tir’d and crack’d, before their undfuous coats, 
ComprefsM, can pour the lubricating balm. 195 

Befides, colleded in the paffive veins, 

The purple mafs a fudden torrent rolls, 

O’erpowers the heart and deluges the lungs 
With dangerous inundation: oft thefouice 
Of fatal woes, a cough that foams with blood, 20a 
Allhma and fellei * Peripneumony, 

Or the flow minings of the hedic fire, 

Th’ athletic Fool, to whom what heav’n deny’d 
Of foul is well compenfated in limbs. 

Oft from his rage, or brainlefs frolic, feels 
His vegetation and brute force decay. 

The men of better clay and finer mould 
Know nature, feel the human dignity ; 

And fcorn to vie with oxen or with apes. 

Furfu’d prolixly, even the gen tlefl: toil 21® 

Is wafte of health . repofe by fmall fatigue 
Is earn’d , and (where your habit is not prone 
To thaw) by the firfl: moifture of the brows* 

The fine and fubtle fpirits cofl: too much 
To be profus’d, too much the rofcid baliUt 
But when the hard vaiieties of life 
You toil to learn; or try thedufly chace. 

Or the warm deeds of fome important day: 

Hot from the field, indulge not yet your limbs 
In wiih’d repofe; nor court the fanning gale, 2 20 
Nqi* talie the fpring. O ! by the facred tears 


* The mflammatioQ of the lungs. 


Of 
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Of widows, orphans, mothers, fiReis, fires. 

Forbear! No other peflilence has driven 
Such myriads o’er th’ irremeable deep* 

Why this fo fatal, the fagacious Mufe 225 

Through nature’s cunning labyrinth’s could trace : 

But there are fecrets which who knows not now. 

Mail, ere he reach them, climb the heapy Alps 
Of fcience, and devote feven years to toil. 

Belides, I would not flun your patient ears 230 

With what it little boots you to attain. 

He knows enough, the mariner, who knows 
Wheie lurk the fhelves, and where the whirlpools boil. 
What figns portend the ftorm ‘ To fubtler minds 
He leaves to fcan, from what myflerious caufe 235 
Charybdis rages in th’ Ionian wave ; 

Whence thofe impetuous currents in the main 
Which neither oar nor fail can flem ; and why 
The roughening deep expeds the ftorm, as fare 
As red Orion mounts the ftirouded heaven. 240 

In ancient times, when Rome with Athens vied 
For polifh’d luxury and ufeful arts ; 

All hot and reeking from th’ Olympic ftrife. 

And warm Peleftra, in the tepid bath 
Th’ athletic youth relax’d their weary limbs. 245 
Soft oils bedew’d them, with the grateful pow’rs 
Of Nard and Caftia fraught, to footh and heal 
The cherifti’d nerves. Our lefs voluptuous clime 
Not much invites us to fuch arts as thefe. 

®Tis not for thofe, whom gelid Ikies embiace," 250 
And chilling fogs 5 whofe perfpiration feels 


Such 
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Such frequent bars from Euius and the North ; 

®Tis not foi thofe to cultivate a 1km 

Too foft ; or teach the recremental fume 

Too fall to crowd through fuch precarious ways, 255 

For through the fmall arterial mouths, that pierce 

In endlefs millions the clofe-w^oven Ikin, 

The bafer fluids in a conflant ftieam 
Efcape, and viewdefs melt into the winds. 

While this eternal, this moll copious, wafle 260 

Of blood, degenerate into vapid brine. 

Maintains its w onted meafure, all the powers 
Of health befriend you, ail the wheels of life 
With eafe and pleafure move : But this reflrain’d 
Or more or lefs, fo more or lefs you feel 26 ^ 

Thefundions labour: From this fatal fource 
What woes defeend is never to be fung. 

To take their numbers were to count the fands 
That iidem whirlwind the parched Libyan air; 

Or waves that, when the bluftering North embroils 
The Baltic, thunder on the German ihore. 270 

Subjed not then, by foft pmollient arts. 

This grand expence, on Which your fates depend. 

To every caprice of the Iky ; nor thwart’ 

The genius of your clime : For from the blood 275 
Leafl: iickle rife the recremental fleams. 

And leaft obnoxious to the jflyptic air. 

Which breathe thro’ flraiter and more callous pores. 
The temper'd Scythian hence, half-naked treads 
His boundlefs fnows, nor rues th’ inclement heaven; 
And hence our painted anceftors defied 281 

The 
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The Eall : nor curs’d^ like us, then fickle fky^ 

The body, moulded by the cHrne, endures 
Th’ Equator heats or Hyperborean froft : 

Except by habits foreign to its turn, 285 

Unwife you counteract its forming pow’r. 

Rude at the firft, the winter fiiocks you lefs 
By long acquaintance : ftudy then your Iky, 

Foim to its manners your obfequious frame, 

And learn to fufFer what you cannot fiiun, 29O 

Againft the rigours of a damp cold heav’n 
To fortify their bodies, fome frequent 
The gelid ciftern ; and, where nought forbids, 

I praife their dauntlefs heart : A frame fo fteerd 
Dreads not the cough, nor thofe ungenial blafls 2 g^ 
That breathe the Tertian or fell Rheumatifm ; 

The nerves fo temper’d never quit their tone. 

No chronic languors haunt fuch hardy breafis. 

But all things have their bounds ; and he who makes 
By daily ufe the kindeft regimen 300 

EjQTentiai to his health, fhould never mix 
With human kind, nor art nor trade purfue. 

He not the fafe vicifiltudes of life 

Without fome fiiock endures ; ill fitted he 

To want the known, or bear unufual things 30^ 

Befides, the powerful remedies of pain 

(Since pam in fpite of all our care will come) 

Should never with your profperous days of health 

Grow too familiar : For by frequent ufe 

The firongefi: medicines lofe their healing power. 

And even the fureft poifons theirs to kill. 31 1 

Let 
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Let thofe who from the frozen Ardlos reach 
Parch’d Mauritania, or the fultry Weft, 

Or the wide flood that laves rich Indoftan, 

Plunge thrice a day, and in the tepid wave 31^ 

Untwift their ftubborn pores ; that full and free 
Til’ evaporation through the foften’d Ikin 
May bear proportion to the fwellmg blood. 

So may they Tcape the fever’s rapid flames | 

So feel untainted the hot breath of hell, 32a 

With us, the man of no complaint demands 
The warm ablution juft enough to clear 
The Iluices of the fkin, enough to keep 
The body facred from indecent foil. 

Still to be pure, ev’n did it not conduce 325 

(As much It does) to health, were greatly worth 
Your daily pains, ’Tis this adorns the rich, 

The want of this is po\erty's worft woe; 

With this external virtue Age maintains 
A decent grace ; without it youth and charms 330 
Areloathfomc. This the venal Graces know; 

So doubtlefs do your wives : For married fires. 

As well as lovers, ftill pretend to tafte ; 

Nor IS It lefs (all prudent wives can tell) 

To lofe a hufband’s than a lover’s heart. 353 

But now the hours and feafons when to toil 
From foreign themes recall my wandering fong. 

Some labour falling, or but flightly fed 
To lull the grinding ftomach’s hungry rage. 

Where nature feeds too corpulent a frame 340 

‘Tis wifely done » For while the thirfty veins. 

Impatient 
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Impatient of lean penury, de\our 

The treafur cl oil, then is the happ^efl time 

To (hake the lazy balfatn from its cells. 

No^v while the flomach from the full repafl: 345 

Subfides, but eie returning hunger gnaws. 

Ye leaner habits, gue an hour to toil : 

And yc whom no luxuriancy of growth 
OpprelTes yet, or threatens to opprefs. 

But fiom the recent meal no labours pleafe, 3^0 

Of limbs or mmd. For nov/ the cordial poweis 
Claim all the wancleiing fpirits to a work 
Of lliong ?nd fubtle toil, and gieat event : 

A V orb of time • and you may rue the day 
You hiuried, wdth untimely exercifc, 

A half-concoded chyle into the blood. 

The body overcharg’d with unciuous phlegm 
Much toil demands : The lean elaflic Iefs» 

While winter chills the blood and binds the veins, 

No labours are too hard : By thofe you Tcape 360 
The flow difeafes of the torpid year; 

Endlefs to name ; to one of which alone. 

To that which tears the nenes, the toil of flaves 

Is pleafure; Oh ^ from fuch inhuman pains 

May all be free who merit not the wheel! 365 

But from the burning Lion when the fun 

Pours down his fultiy wrath , now while the blood 

Too much already maddens in the veins. 

And all the finer fluids through the fkin 

Explore their flight ; me, near the cool cafeade 370 

Reclin’d, or fauntring in the lofty grove* 


No 
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No needlefs flight occafion fliouM engage 
To pant and fweat beneath the £ery noon. 

Now the frefh morn alone and mellow eve 
To lhady walks and active rural fports 
Invite. But, while the chilling dews defcend. 

May nothing tempt you to the cold embrace 
Of humid fkies, though ’tis no vulgar joy 
To trace the horrors of the folemn wood 
While the foft evening faddens into night, 

Though the fweet Poet of the vernal groves 
Melts all the night in flrains ofamhous woe. 

The (hades defcend, and midnight o’er the world 
Expands her fable wings. Great Nature droops 
Through all her works. No w happy he whole toil 5S5' 
Has o'er his languid powerlefs limbs diffus’d 
A pleafing lafTitude . He not in vain 
Involes the gentle Deity of dreams. 

His powers the moft voluptuoufly diffolve 

In foft repofe . On him the balmy dews 390 

Of lleep with double nutriment defcend. ' 

But would you fweetly wafte the blank of night 
In deep oblivion ; or on Fancy’s wings 
Vifit the paradife of happy Dreams, 

And waken chearful as the lively mom ; 395 

Opprefs not Nature finking down to reft 
With feafls too late, too folid, or too full : 

But be the firfl concoaion half-matur’d 
Ere you to mighty indolence refign 
Your pafiive faculties. He from the toils 400 

And troubles of the day to heavier toil 
VoL. LXXT E 


Retire^; 
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Retires, whom trembling from the tower that rocks 
Amid the clouds, or Calpe^s hideous height. 

The bufy dssmoas hurl > or in the main 
Overwhelm; or bury flruggHng under ground* 405 
Not all a monarch’s luxury the woes 
Can counterpoife of that moR wretched man, 

Whofe nights are fhaken with the frantic fits 
Of wild Oreftes j whofe delirious brain 409 

Stung by the Furies, works with poifon’d thought: 
While pale and monflrous painting Ihocks the foul; 

And mangled confcioufnefs bemoans itfelf 
For ever torn ; and chaos floating round. 

What dreams prefage, what dangers thefe or thofe 
Portend to faiiity, though prudent feers 41 5- 

Reveal’d of old and men of deathlefs fame. 

We would not to the fuperflitious mind 
Suggefl new throbs, new vanities of fear. 

'Tis ours to teach you from the peaceful night 
To banifli omens and all reftlefs woes. 42a 

In ftudy fome protradi the lilent hours. 

Which others confecrate to mirth and wine; 

And fleep till noon, and hardly live till night. 

But furely this redeems not from the fliades 

One hour of life. Nor does it nought avail 42 ^ 

What feafon you to drowfy Morpheus give 

Of th’ ever-varying circle of the day ; 

Or whether, through the tedious winter gloom. 

You tempt the midnight 01 the morning damps. 

The body,frefh and vigorous from repofe, 430 

Defies the early fogs : but,, by the toils 


Of 



ART OF PRESERVING HEALTH. 


Of wakeful day, exhaufled and unftrung. 

Weakly refiils the night’s unwholefome breath. 

The grand difcharge, th’ efFufion of the fkin. 

Slowly impair’d, the languid maladies 43 j 

Cieep on, and through the lickning fundions deal. 

As, when the chilling Eaft invades the fpring. 

The delicate NarcifTus pines away 

In hedic languor ; and a flow difeafe 

Taints all the family of flowers, condemned 440 

To cruel heav’ns. But why, already prone 

To fade, (hould beauty cherifli its own bane ? 

O fliame ! O pity! nipt with pale Quadiille, 

And midnight cares, the bloom of Albion dies! 

By toil fubdued, the Wartior and the Hind 44 j 
Sleep fad and deep: their a6live funfiions foon 
With generous ftreams the fubtle tubes fupply; 

And foon the tonic irritable nerves 
Feel the frelh impulfe and awake the foul. 

The fons of indolence ‘with long repofe, 4j;Q 

Grow torpid; and with flowefl: Lethe drunk. 

Feebly and Imgringly return to life. 

Blunt every fenfe and powerlefs every limb. 

Ye, prone to fleep (whom fleeping mofl: annoys) 

On the hard matt refs or elaflic couch 4j j 

Extend your limbs, and wean youtfelves from floth; 
Nor grudge the lean projedlor, of dry brain 
And fpringy nerves, the blandifhments of down; 

Nor envy while the buried Bacchanal 
Exhales his furfeit in prolixer dreams. 4.60 

E z He 
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He without riot, in the balmy feaft 
Of life, the wants of nature has fupply’d 
Who rifes, cool, ferene, and full of fouL 
But pliant nature more or lefs demands. 

As cuftom forms her ; and all fudden change 
She hates of habit, even from bad to good. 

If faults in life, or new emergencies. 

From habits urge you by longtime confirm’d. 
Slow may the change arrive, and llage by hage ; 
Slow as the fhadow o’er the dial moves, 

Slow as the dealing progrefs of the year. 

Obferve the circling year. How unperceiv’d 
Her feafons change! Behold* by flow degrees. 
Stern Winter tam’d into a ruder Spring ; 

The ripen’d Spring a milder S ummer glows ; 
Departing Summer Iheds Pomona’s Rore ; 

And aged Autumn brews the winter-lform. 

Slow as they come, thefe changes come not void 
Of mortal fhocks ; The cold and toirid reigns. 
The two great periods of th’ important )ear. 

Are in their hrft approaches feidom fafe : 
Funereal Autumn all the fickly dread. 

And the black fates deform the lovely Spring. 
He well adv’Ih d who taught our wifei fires 
Early to borrow Mufeovy's warm fpoils, 

Ere the finl: froff has touch’d the tender blade ; 
And late refxgn them, though the wanton Spring 
Should deck her charms with all her filter’s rays* 
For v/hile the effiuence of the ikm maintains 
Its native meafme, the pleuritic Spring 
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Glides harmlefs by; and Autumn, lick to death 
With fallow Quartans, no contagion breathes. 

I m prophetic numbers could unfold 
The omens of the year . what feafons teem 
With what difeafes, what the humid South 
Prepares, and what the Demon of the Eaft : 

But you perhaps refufe the tedious fong. 

Beildes, whatever plagues in heat, or cold, 

Oi drought, or moifture dwell, they hurt not you 
Skiird to corretfi: the vices of the iky. 

And taught already how to each extream 
To bend your life. But Ihould the public bane 
Infedt you ; or fome trefpafs of your own. 

Or flaw of nature, hint moitality : 

Soon as a not unpleaflng horror glides 
Along the fpine, through all your torpid limbs ; 
When firfl: the head throbs, or the ftomach feels 
A lickly load, a weary pain the loins ; 

Be Celfus call’d : The Fates come rufhing on ; 
T^e rapid Fates admit of no delay. 

While wilful you, and fatally fecure, 

Expedf to-morrow’s more aufpicious fun, 

The growing peft, whofe infancy was weak 
And eafy vanquilh’d, with triumphant fway 
G’erpowers your life. For want of timely care. 
Millions have died of medicable wounds. 

Ah 1 in what perils is vain life engag’di 
What flight negle^Is, what trivial faults deflroy 
The hardiefl frame ! of indolence, of toil. 

We die; of want, of fuperfluity; 

ES 
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The all-furrounding heaven^ the vital aii. 

Is big with death. And, though the putrid South 

Ee fiiut 5 though no convulfive agony 

Shake, from the deep foundations of the world, 

Th’ imprifoned plagues; a fecret venom oft 
Corrupts the air, the water, and the land. 

What livid deaths has fad Byzantium feen! 

How oft has Cairo, with a mother’s woe. 

Wept oe’er her flaughter’d fons and lonely ftreets! 

Even Albion, girt with lefs malignant Ikies, 530 
Albion the poifon of the Gods has drank. 

And felt the fting of monfters all her own. 

Ere yet the fell Plantagenets had fpent 
Their ancient rage, at Bofworth’s purple field ; 

While, for which tyrant England fhould receive, 535 

Her legions in incefiuous murders mix’d. 

And daily horrors ; till the Fates were drunk 

With kindred blood by kindred hands profusM: 

Another plague of more gigantic arm 

Arofe, a monfier never known before, 540 

Rear’d from Cocytus its portentous head. 

This rapid Fury not, like other pefts, 

Purfu’d a gradual courfe, but in a day 
Rufh’d as a fiorm o’er half th’ aftonifiied ille. 

And ftrew’d with fudden carcafes the land. 545 

Firfi: through the fiioulders or whatever part 
Was feiz’d the firfi, a fervid vapour fprung. 

With rafh combufiion thence, the quivering fpark 
Shot to the heart, and kindled all within; 

And foon the furface caught the fpreading fires. 5^0 
Through all the yielding poxes, the melted blood 

Gufh’d 
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Giafh’d out in fmoakyfweats; but nought alTuag’d 
The torrid heat within, nor aught reliev'd 
The idomach's anguifh. With incefTant toil, 

Defperate of eafe, impatient of their pain, 555 

They tofs’d fiom fide to fide^ In vain the Rream 
Ran full and clear, they burnt and thirlled Rill* 

The reRlefs arteries with rapid blood 
Beat ftrong and frequent. Thick and pantingly 
The breath was fetch’d, and with huge lab’rings heaved* 
At laft a heavy pam opp^efs’d the head, 561 

A wild delirium came , their weeping friends 
Were ftrangers now, and this no home of theirs. 
Harrafs'd with toil on toil, the finking powers 
Layproftrate and o’erthrown; a ponderous fleep 
Wrapt all the fenfes up : they fiept and died* 

In foine a gentle horror crept at firft 
O’er all the limbs ; the fiuices of the flcin 
Withheld their moifiure, till by art provok’d 
The fweats o’erflow’d; but in a clammy tide: 570 

Now free and copious, now refirain’d and flow; 

Of tindures various, as the temperature 

Had mix’d the blood ; and rank with fetid fleams : 

As if the pent-up humours by delay 

Were grown more fell, more putrid, and malign. 5*7 

Here lay their hopes; (though little hope remain’d) 

With full effufion of perpetual fweats 

To drive the venom out. And here the fates 

Were kind, that long they linger’d not in pain. 

For who furviv’d the fun’s diurnal race gSa 

Rofe from the dreary gates of hell redeem’d: 

Some the fixth hour opprefs’d, and fome the third# 

S 4 


Of 



56 ARMSTRONG’S POEMS. 

Of many tlioufands few untainted Tcap’d; 

Of thofe infetfied fewer fcap’d alive ; 

Of thofe who livd fome felt a fecond blow; 58 j 
And whom the fecond fpar’d a third deftroy’d. 

Frantic with fear, they fought by flight to fhun 
The fierce contagion. O’er the mournful land 
Th’ iiifeded city pour’d her hurrying fwarms : 

Rous’d by the flames that fir’d her feats around, 590 
Th’ infeded country rufh’d into the town. 

Some, fad at home, and in the defart fome, 

Abjui d the fatal commerce of mankind ; 

In vain : where’er they fled, the Fates purfu’d. 

Others, with hopes more fpecious, crofs’d the main. 
To feek protedion in far diftant llcies ; 596 

But none they found. It feem’d the general air. 

From pole to pole, from Atlas to the Eaft, 

Was then at enmity with Englifh blood. 

For, but the race of England, all were fafe 
In foreign climes ; nor did this Fury tafie 600 

The foreign blood which England then contain’d. 
Wheie fhouid they fly ? The circumambient heaven 
Involv’d them flill ; and every breeze was bane. 

Where find relief ? The falutary art 

Was mute; and ftartkd at the new difeafe, 605 

In fearful whifpeis hopelefs omens gave. 

To Heaven with fuppliant rites they fent their prayers ; 
Heaven heard them not. Of every hope depriv’d ; 
Fatigu’d With vam refources; and fubdued 
With woes refiftlefs and enfeebling fear ; 620 

Faifive they funk beneath the weighty blow. 

Nothing but lamentable founds was heard. 


Nor 
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Nor aught was feenbut ghaftly views of death. 
Infedioiis horror ran from face to face, 

And pale defpair, 'Twas all the bufinefs then 615 
To tend the fick, and in their turns to die. 

In heaps they fell . and oft one bed, they fay, 

The fickenmg, dying, and the dead contained. 

Ye guardian Gods, on whom the Fates depend 
Of tottering Albion! ye eternal Fires 620 

That lead through heaven the wandering year! yepowers 
That o’er th' incircling elements prefide! 

May nothing worfe than what this age has feen 
Arrive! Enough abroad, enough at home 
Has Albion bled. Here a diftemper’d heaven 625 
Has thin’d her cities; from thole lofty clifs 
That awe proud Gaul, to Thule's wintry reign; 

While in the Weft, beyond th' Atlantic foam. 

Her braveft fons, keen for the fight, have dy’d 
The death of cowards and of common men : 630 

Sunk void of wounds, and fall’n without renown. 

But from thefe viewst^the weeping Mufes turn. 

And other themes invite my wandering fong. 


THE 
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THE PASSIONS. 

T he choice of Aliment, the choice of Air, 

The ufe of Toil and all external things. 

Already fang ; it now remains to trace 
What good, what evil from ourfelves proceeds : 

And how the fubtle Principle within j 

Infpires with health, or mines with ftxange decay 
The paffive Body. Ye poetic Shades, 

Who know the fecrets of the world unfeen, 

AlTiil my fong ! For, in a doubtful theme 
Engag’d, I wander through myfterious ways. lO 
There is, they fay (and I believe there is) 

A fpark within us of th’ immortal fire. 

That animates and moulds the grofifer frame; 

And when the body finks efcapes to heaven. 

Its native feat, and mixes with the Gods. 15 

Mean while this heavenly particle pervades 
The mortal elements; in every nerve 


It 
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It thrills with pleafure, or grows mad with pain. 

And, in its fecret conclave, as it feels 

The body's woes and joys, this ruling power 20 

Wields at its will the dull material world. 

And is the body s health or malady. 

By Its ow n toil the grofs corporeal frame 
Fatigues, extenuates, or deftroys itfelf. 

Nor lefs the labours of the mind corrode 25 

The folid fabric . for by fubtle parts 
And viewlefs atoms, fecret Nature moves 
The mighty wheels of this Hupendous world. 

By fubtle fluids pour’d through fubtle tubes 

The natural, vital, fundlions are perform’d, 30 

By thefe the ftubborn aliments are tam’d; 

The toiling heart diftnbutes life and Rrength; 

Thefe the flill-crumbling frame rebuild ; and thefe 
Are lofl: in thinking, and diflfolve in air. 

But ’tis not Thought (for ftill the foul’s employ’d) 
’Tis painful thinking that corrodes our clay. " 36 
All day the vacant eye without fatigue 
Strays o’er the heaven and earth ; but long intent 
On microfcopic arts its vigour fails. 

Juft fo the mind, with various thought amus’d, 40 
Nor akes itfelf, nor gives the body pain. 

But anxious Study, Difeontent, and Care, 

Love without hope, and Hate without revenge. 

And Fear, and Jealoufy, fatigue the foul, 

Engrols the fubtle minifliers of life, 45 

And fpoil the lab’ring fundions of their fbare. 

Hence the lean gloom that Melancholy wears; 
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The Lover’s palenefs, and the fallow hue 
Of Envy, Jealou fy, the meagre ftare 
Of fore Revenge : the canker’d body hence 
Retrays each fretful motion of the mind. 

The flrong-built pedant; who both night and day 
Feeds on the coarfeft fare the fchools bellow. 

And crudely fattens at grofs Burman’s ftall. 
Overwhelm’d with phlegm lies m a dropfy drown’d. 
Or finks in lethargy before his time, 56 

With ufeful fludies you, and arts that pleafe 
Employ your mind, amufe but not fatigue. 

Peace to each droufy metaphyfic fage! 

And ever may all heavy fyllems reft! 60 

Yet fome there are, even of elaftic parts, 

Whom ftrong and obhinate ambition leads 
Through all the rugged roads of barren lore. 

And gives to relilh what their generous tafte 
Would elfe refufe. But may nor thirfh of fame, 65 
Nor love of knowledge, urge you to fatigue 
With conHant drudgery the liberal foul. 

Toy with your books; and, as the various fits 
Of humour feize you, from Philofophy 
To Fable fhift; from ferious Antonine 70 

To Rabelais’ ravings, and from profe to fong. 

While reading pleafes, but no longer, read ; 

And read aloud refounding Homer’s llrain. 

And wield the thunder of Demofthenes. 

The cheft fo exercis’d improves its ftrength ; 75 

And quick vibrations through the bowels drive 
The reliefs blood, which in unaflive days 


Would 
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Would loiter elfe through unelaftic tubes* 

Deem it not trifling while I recommend 
What pollure fuits : To fland and fit hj turns. So 
As nature prompts, is beft. But o*er your leaves 
To lean foi ever, cramps the vital parts. 

And robs the fine machinery of its pla} • 

^Tis the great art of life to manage well 
The refllefb mind. For ever on purfiiit 
Of knowledge bent, it fiaives the grofiTer powers : 
Quite unemployed, againfl: its own repofe 
It turns Its fatal edge, and fliarper pangs 
Than w hat the body knows embitter life. 

Chiefly where Solitude, fad nurfe of Care, 90 

To fickly mufing gives the penfive, mmd. 

There Madnefs enters; and the dim-ey’d Fiend, 

Sour Melancholy, night and day provokes 
Her own eternal wound. The fun grows pale; 

A mournful vifionary light o’erfpreads gj 

The chearful face of nature : earth becomes 
A dreary defart, and heaven frowns above. 

Then various fiiapes of curs'd illufion rife; 

Whate’er the wretched fears, creating Fear 
Foims out of nothing; and with raonfiers teems 100 
Unknown in hell. The profiiate foul beneath 
A load of huge imagination heaves ; 

And all the horrors that the murderer feels 
With anxious flutterings wake the guiltlefs breafl. 

Such phantoms Pride in fohtary fcenes, io§ 

Or Fear, on delicate Self-love creates. 

From other cares abfolv’d, the bufy mind 


Finds 
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Finds in yourfelf a theme to pore upon ; 

It finds you miferable, or makes you fo. 

For while yourfelf you anxioujfly cKpIore, no 

Timorous Self-love, with fickning Fancy’s aid. 

Prefen ts the danger that you dread the mod:. 

And ever galls you in your tender pait. 

Hence fome for love, and fome for jealoufy. 

For grim religion fome, and fome for pride, 1 1 ^ 
Have lofl their reafon : fome for fear of want 
Want all their lives; and others every day 
Foi fear of dying fuffer worfe than death. 

Ah! from your bofoms banifh, if you can, 

Thofe fatal guefts : and firfl the Dsmon Fear, 1 20 
That trembles at impolTible events, 

Left aged Atlas fhould refign his load. 

And heaven’s eternal battlements rufh down* 

Is there an evil worfe than Fear itfelf ? 

And what avails it, that indulgent heaven 1 25 

From mortal eyes has wrapt the woes to come. 

If we, ingenious to torment ourfelves. 

Grow pale at hideous fiiftions of our own ? 

Enjoy the prefent; nor with needlefs caies. 

Of what may fpring from blind misfortune’s womb. 
Appall the fureft hour that life beftows. 131 

Serene, and mafter of yourfelf, prepare 
For what may come; and leave the reft to Heaten. 

Oft from the Body, by long ails miftun’d, 

Thefe evils fprung the moft important health, 1 3 J 
That of the Mind, deftroy : and when the mind 
They firft invade, the confeious body foon 


In 
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In fympathetic languifhment declines. 

Thcfe chronic PalTions, while from real woes 
They rife, and >et without the body’s fault 14® 
InfeU the foul, admit one only cure ; 

Diverfion, hurry, and a reHlefs life. 

Vam are the confolations of the wife 5 

In vain your friends would reafon down your pain. 

O ye, whofe fouls relentlefs love has tam’d 14J 

To foft diftrefs, or friends untimely fall n! 

Court not the luxury of tender thought; 

Nor deem it impious to /orget thofe pains 
That hurt the living, nought avail the dead. 

Go, foft enthufiail! quit the cyprefs groves, ijq 
N or to the rivulet s lonely moanings tune 
Your fad complaint. Go, feek the chearful hauntsr 
Of men, and mingle with the bulling crowd ; 

Lay fchemes for wealth, or power, or fame, the wifh 
Of nobler minds, and pulh them night and day. 

Or join the caravan in queft of fcenes i 

New to your eyes, and Ihifting every hour. 

Beyond the Alps, beyond the Apennines. 

Or more advent rous, rufh into die field 
Where war grows hot ; and, raging through the fky. 
The lofty trumpet fwells the madd’ning foul; i 6 t* 
And in the hardy camp and toilfome march 
Forget all Co f ter and lefs manly cares. 

But mofi too pafiive, when the blood runs low. 

Too weakly indolent to firive with pain, 1 6^ 

And bravely by refilling conquer Fate, 

Try Circe’s arts 3 and in the tempting b<?wl 

Of 
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Of polfon’d Nef^ai fweet oblivion fwill. 

Struck by the pow rful cliarm^ the gloom difToIves 
In empty air; Elyfium opens round, 1^0 

A plealing phrenzy buoys the lighten’d foul. 

And fanguine hopes dlfpel your fleeting care ; 

And what was difficult, and what was dire. 

Yields to your prowefs and fuperior ftars : 

The happieft you of all that e’er were mad, 17^ 

Or are, 01 fliall be, could this folly lafl. 

But foon your heaven is gone; a heavier gloom 
Shuts o'er )our head: and, as the thund’ring ftream, 
Swoln o’er its banks with fudden mountain rain. 

Sinks from its tumnlt to a lilent brook, 180 

So, when the frantic raptures in your breall 
Subfide, you languifh into mortal man ; 

You fleep, and waking find yourfelf undone* 

For prodigal of life in one rafh night 1 84 

You lavifn’d more than might fupport three days. 

A heavy morning comes; your cares return 
With tenfold rage. An anxious ftomach well 
May be endur’d ; fo may the throbbing-head . 

But fuch a dim delirium, fuch a dream. 

Involves you ; fuch a daflardly defpaii 1 9® 

Unmans your foul, as madd’ning Pentheus felt. 

When, baited round Cithceron's cruel fides. 

He faw two funs, and double Thebes afcend* 

You curfe the fluggifli Port; }ou curfe the wretch^ 
The felon, with unnatural mixture firfl 195 

Who dat’d to violate the virgin Wine. 

Or on the fugitive Champain you pour 


A thoufand 
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A thoufand curfes; for to heaven it rapt 
Your foul, to plunge you deeper in defpair, 

Perhaps you rue even that divmefl gift, too 

llie gay, ferene, good-natur’d Burgundy, 

Or the frefh fragrant vintage of the Rhine . 

And wilh that heaven fiom mortals had with-held 
The grape, and all intoxicating bowls. 

Befides, it wounds ^ou fore to recolleft 205 

What follies in your loofe unguarded hour 
Efcap’d, For one irrevocable word. 

Perhaps that meant no harm, you lofe a friend. 

Or in the rage of wine your hady hand 
Performs a deed to haunt you to the grave. 210 
Add that your means, your health, your parts decays 
Your friends avoid you; brutiihly transform'd 
They hardly know you ; or if one remains 
To wifh you well, he wilhes you m heaven. 

Defpis’d, unwept you fall; who might have left 21 j 
A facred, cherifli’d, fadly-pleafing name ; 

A name dill to be utter’d with a %h. 

Your lad ungraceful fcene has quite effac'd 
All fenfe and memory of your former worth. 

How to live happied; how avoid the pains, 220 
The difappointments, and diiguds of thofe 
Who would in pleafure all their hours employ ; 

The Precepts here of a divine old man 
I could recite. Though old, he dill retain’d 
His manly fenfe, and energy of mind. 225 

Virtuous and wife lie was, but not fevere ; 

He dill remember’d that he once was young? 

VoL. LXXI. F His 
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His eafy prefence check’d no decent joy. 

Him even the diflblute admir’d; for he 
A graceful loofenefs when he pleas’d put 230 

And laughing could inftrud* Much had he read. 
Much more had feen ; he Rudied from the life. 

And in th’ original perused mankind. 

Vers’d in the woes and vanities of life. 

He pitied Man ; and much he pitied thofe 235 

Whom falfely-fmiling Fate has curs’d with means 
To diffipate their days in quell of joy. 

Our aim is happinefs ; "tis yours, ’'tis mine. 

He faid, ’tis the purfuit of all that live;. 

Yet few attain it, if ’twas e’er attain’d. 240 

But they the widefl wander from the mark. 

Who through the How’ry paths of faunt’ring Joy 
Seek this coy Goddefs; that from llage to Rage 
Invites us Rill, but fhifts as we purfue. 

For, not to name the pains that pleafure brings 245 
To counterpoife itfelf, relentlefs Fate 
Forbids that we through gay voluptuous wilds. 

Should ever roam : and were the Fates more kind. 

Our narrow luxuries would foon grow Rale. 

Were thefe exhauRlefs, Nature would grow fick, 250^ 
And, cloj^d with pleafure, fqueamilhiy complain 
That all is vanity, and life a dream. 

Let nature teR : be bufy for yourfelf. 

And for your friend; be bufy even in vain 
Rather than teize her fated appetites. 25 5 

Who never faRs, no banquet e’er enjoys; 

Who neyei^ toils or watches, never lleepst 

Let 
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Let nature reft : and when the tafte of joy 
Glows keen, indulge, but fhun fatiety, 

"Tis not for mortals always to be bleft, 2 So 

But him the leaft the dull or painful hours 
Of life opprefs, whom fober Senfe conducts, 

And Virtue, through this labyrinth we treads 
Virtue and Senfe I mean not to disjoin ; 

Virtue and Senfe are one* and, tiuft me, ftill 265* 
A faithlefs Heart betrays 'the Head unfound. 

Virtue (for mere Good-nature is a fool) 

Is Senfe and Spirit, with Humanity ; 

^Tis fometimes angry, and its frown confounds; 

^Tis even vindi<ftive, but in vengeance juft)r 270 
Xnaves fain would laugh at it; fome great ones dare; 
But at his heart the moft undaunted Ibn 
Of fortune dreads its name and awful charms# 

To nobleft ufes this determines wealth ; 

This is the folid pomp of profperous days; 37 J 
The peace and fhelter of adverftty. 

And if you pant for glory, build your fame 
On this foundation, which the fecret fhock 
Defies of Envy and albfapping time. 

The gaudy glofs of fortune only ftrlkes 2B0 

The vulgar eye: the fuftiage of the wile. 

The praife that's worth ambition, is -attain'd 
By Senfe alone, and dignity of mind. 

Virtue, the ftrength and beauty of the foul. 

Is the beft gift of heaven : a happinefs 285 

That even above the fmiles and frowns of fate 
Exalts great Nature's favourites; a wealth 
F z 
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That ne’er encumbers, nor can be transferr’d. 

Riches are oft by guilt and bafenefs earn’d ; 

Or dealt by chance, to Ihield a lucky knave, 290 
Or throw a cruel fun-fhine on a fool. 

But for one end, one much-negleded ufe. 

Are riches worth your care : (for Nature’s wants 
Are few, and without opulence fupply’d.) 

This noble end is, to produce the Soul; 295 

To fhew the virtues in their fairell light; 

To make Humanity the Minifler 
Of bounteous Providence; and teach the breail: 

That generous luxury the Gods enjoy. 

Thus, in his graver vein, the friendly Sage 300 
Sometimes declaim’d. Of Right and Wrong he taught 
Truths as refin’d as ever Athens heard ; 

And (ftrange to tell *) he pradis’d what he preach’d. 
Skill’d in the Pailions, how to check their fway 
He knew, as far as Reafon can control 305 

The lawlefs Powers. But other cares are mine: 
Form’d in the fchool of Paeon, I relate 
What Pafiions hurt the body, what improve; 

Avoid them, or invite them, as you may. 

Know then, whatever chearful and ferene 31a 
Supports the mind, fupports the body too. 

Hence, the moft vital movement mortals feel 
Is Hope; the balm and life-blood of the foul. 

It pleafes, and it lafts. Indulgent heaven 

Sent down the kind delufion, through the paths 3 1 ^ 

Of rugged Ufe to lead us patient on; 

And make our happiell ftate no tedious thing. 

Our 
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Oar greateft good, and what we leaft can fpare. 

Is Hope : the laft of all our evils. Fear. 

But there are Paffions grateful to the breaft, $20 
And yet no friends to Life ; perhaps they pleafe 
Or to excefb, and diffipate the foul ; 

Or while they pleafe, torment. The Hubborn Clown, 
The ill-tam’d Ruffian, and pale Ufurer, 

(If Love’s omnipotence fuch hearts can mould) 325 
May fafely mellow into love^ and grow 
Refin’d, humane, and generous, if they can. 

Love in fuch bofoms never to a fault 
Or pains or pleafes. But, ye finer Souls, 

Form’d to foft luxury, and prompt to thrill 330 
With all the tumults, all the joys and pains, 

That beauty gives; with caution and referve 
Indulge the fweet deftroyer of repofe. 

Nor court too much the Queen of charming cares. 
For, while the cherilh’d poifon in your breaft 333 
Ferments and maddens; fick with jealoufy, 

Abfence, diflruft, or even with anxious joy. 

The wholefome appetites and powers of life 
Difiblve in languor. The coy flomach loaths 339 
The genial board ; Your chearful days are gone; 

The generous bloom that flufh’d your cheeks is fled* 
To iighs devoted and to tender pains, 

Penfive you fit, or folitary ftray. 

And wafte your youth in mufing. Mufmg firfl 
Toy’d into care your unfufpedling heart; 

It found a liking there, a fportful fire. 

And that fomented into ferious love; 

F3 
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Which mufing daily ftrengthens and impro\es 
Through all the heights of fondnefs and romance: 

And you’re undone, the fatal lhaft has fped, 350 
If once you doubt whether you love or no« 

The body waftes away ; th’ infeded mind, 

DiiTolv’d in female tcndernefs, forgets 
Each manly virtue, and grows dead to fame. 

Sweet heaven from fuch intoxicating charms 353 
Defend all worthy breads ! Not that I deem 
Love alwa} s dangerous, always to be lliun’d. 

Love well repaid, and not too weakly funk 
In wanton and unmanly tendernefs. 

Adds bloom to Health , o’er ev’ry virtue fheds 360 
A gay, humane, a fwect, and generous grace. 

And brightens all the ornaments of man. 

But fruitlefs, hopelefs, difappointed, rack’d 
With jealoufy, fatigu’d with hope and fear. 

Too ferious, or too languiihingly fond, 365 

Unnerves the body and unmans the foul. 

And feme have died for love , and fome run mad ; 
And fome with defperate hands thcmfclves have flain. 

Some to extinguifli, others to prevent, 

A mad devotion to one dangerous Fair, 370 

Court all they meet^ in hopes to diihpate 
The cares of Love araongft an hundred Brides. 

Th’ event is doubtful ; for there are who find 
A cure in this ; there are who find it not. 

^TJs no relief, alas! it rather galls 377 

The wound, to thofe who are fincerely fick. 

For while from feverilh and tumultuous joys 


The 



AUT op PKESERVING health. 

The nerves grow languid and the foul fubfides. 

The tender fancy fmarts with every fling. 

And what was Love before is Madnefs now. 38® 
Is health your care, or luxury your aim. 

Be temperate ftill : When Nature bids, obey; 

Her wild impatient fallies bear no curb: 

Bat when the prurient habit of dehght, 

Oi loofe Imagination, fpurs you on 38 j 

To deeds above your llrength, impute it not 
To Nature : Natuie all compulfion hates. 

Ah ^ let nor luxury nor vain lenown 

Urge you to feats you well might deep without; 

To make what fliould be rapture a fatigue, . 39O 

A tedious talk ; nor in the wanton arms 
Of twining Lais melt your manhood down* 

For from the colliquation of foftjoys 
How chang’d you rifel the ghoft of what you was! 
Languid, and melancholy, and gaunt, and wan; 395 
Your veins exhaufted, and your nerves unflrung# 
Spoird of Its balm and fprightly zeft, the blood 
Grows vapid phlegm; along the tender nerves 
(To each flight impulfe tremblingly awake) 

A fubtle Fiend that mimics all the plagues 400 

Rapid and reftlefg fprings from part to part. 

The blooming honours of your youth -are fallen; 

Your vigour pines ; your vital powers decay ; 

Difeafes haunt you; and untimely Age 
Creeps on ; unfocial, impotent, and lewd, 

Infatuate, impious, epicure! to wafle 

The flores of pleafure, chearfulnefs, and health! 

F 4 Infatuate 
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There are, mean time, to whom theboiftrous lit 
Is Health, and only fills the fails of life. 

For where the mind a torpid winter leads. 

Wrapt in a body corpulent and cold, 440 

And each clogg'd fundlion lazily moves on ; 

A generous fally fpurns th’ incumbent load. 

Unlocks the breaft, and gives a cordial glow. 

But if your wrathful blood is apt to boil. 

Or are your nerves too irritably firung, 445 

Wave all difpute; be cautious, if you joke; 

Keep Lent for ever; and foifwear the Bowl. 

For one ralh moment fends you to the fhades. 

Or lhatters ev’ry hopeful fcheme of life, 

And gives to horror all your days to come. 450 
Fate, arm’d with thunder, fire, and ev’ry plague. 

That ruins, tortures, or dillradfs mankind. 

And makes the happy wretched in an hour, 

Overwhelms you not with woes fo horrible 
As your own wrath, nor gives more hidden blows. 45 
While Choler works, good Friend, you may be 
wrong ; 

Diftruft yourfelf, and fieep before you fight. 

’Tis not too late to-morrow to be brave; 

If honour bids, to-morrow kill or die. 

But calm advice againfi a raging fit 460 

Avails too little ; and it braves the power 
Of all that ever taught in Pfofe or Song, 

To tame the Fiend that fleeps a gentle Lamb, 

And wakes a Lion. Unprovok’d and calm. 

You reafon well; fee as you ought to fee. 


46s 
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And wonder at the madnefs of mankind : 

Seiz’d with the common rage, you foon forget 
The fpeculations of your wifer hours. 

Befet with Furies of all deadly fhapes. 

Fierce and mfidious, violent and flow ; 470 

With ail that urge or lure us on to Fate : 

What refuge fhall we feek? what arms prepare^ 

Where Reafon proves too weak, or void of wiles 
To cope with fubtle or impetuous powers, 

I would invoke new Paflions to your aid: 47 J 

With Indignation would extinguifli Fear, 

With Fear or generous Pity vanquifli Rage, 

And Love with Pride, and force to force oppofe. 

There is a Charm, a Power, that fways the bread:; 
Bids every Paflion revel or be Ihll; 480 

Infpires with Rage, or all your Cares diflblves 5 
Can footh Diftradlion, and almofl: Defpair. 

That power is Mufic : Far beyond the flretch 
Of thofe unmeaning waiblers on our flage; 

Thofe clumfy Heroes, thofe fat-headed Gods, 48 1 

Who move no paflion juflly but Contempt: 

Who, like our dancers (light indeed and flrong^) 

Do wond’rous feats, but never heard of grace. 

The fault is ours ; we bear thofe monftrous arts ; 

Good Heaven ! we praife them : we, with ioudeft peals, 
Applaud the fool that highefl lifts his heels; 491 
And, with infipid fliew of rapture, die 
Of ideot notes impertinently long. 

But he the Mule’s laurel juftly lhares, 

A Poet he, and touch'd with Heaien’s own fire; 49jf 
5 Who, 
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Who, with bold rage or folemn pomp of founds. 
Inflames, exalts, and ravilhes the foul ; 

Now tender, plaintive, fweet almofl: to pain. 

In Love diflblves you ; now in fpnghtly Arams 
Breathes a gay rapture thro' your thnlling breafl:| 
Or melts the heart with airs divinely fad , 

Or wakes to horror the tremendous firings. 

Such was the Bard, whofe heavenly Aiains of old 
Appeas’d the flend of melancholy Saul. 

Such was, if old and heathen fame fay true. 

The man who bade the Theban domes afeend. 
And tam’d the favage nations with his fong; 

And fuch the Thracian, whofe melodious lyre. 
Tun’d to foft woe, made all the mountains weep ; 
Sooth’d even th* inexorable powers of PlelJ, 

And half redeem’d his loft Eurydice. 

Mufic exalts each Joy, allays each Grief, 

Expels Difeafes, foftens every Pain, 

Subdues the rage of Poifon, and the Plague ; 

And hence the wife of ancient days ador’d 
One, Povt er of Phyfic, Melody, and Song, 
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BENEVOLENCE: 

A N 

EPISTLE TO EUMENES^ 1751, 

K ind to my frailties fini, Eumenes, hear; 

Once more I try the patience of your ear. 

Not oft I fing . the happier for the town, 

So llun’d already they’re quite ftupid grown 
With monthly, daily — charming things I own. 

Happy for them, I feldom court the Nine; 

Another art, a ferious art is mine. 

Of naufeous verfes offer’d once a week, 

Tou cannot fay 1 dtd it, if you're fick, 

^Twas ne’er my pride to fhine by Hafhy fits 
Amongft the daily, weekly, monthly wits. 

Content if fome few friends indulge my name. 

So flightly am I flung with love of fame, 

I would not fcrawl one hundred idle lines — 

Not for the praife of all the Magazines. 

* This little piece was addrelTed to a worthy Gentleman, as an 
exprefilion of gratitude for his kind endeavours to do the Author a 
great piece of feivice. 
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Yet once a moon> perhaps, I fteal a night; 

And, if our fire Apollo pleafes, write. 

You fniile; but all the train the Mufe that follow, 
Chriftians and dunces, ftiil we quote Apollo. 

Unhappy fcill our poets will rehearfe 20 

Yo Goths, that Hare aftomfh’d at their verfe; 

Yo the rank tribes fubmit their virgin lays; 

So grofs, fo beftial, is the lull of praife ! 

I to found judges from the mob appeal. 

And write to thofe who moft my fubjed feel. 2 j 

Eumenes, thefe dry moral lines I trull 
With you, whom nought that’s moral can dilguH. 
With you I venture, in plain home-fpun ienle. 

What I imagine of Benevolence. 

Of all the monllers of the human kind, jo 

What llrikes you moll is the low felfifh mind. 

You wonder how, without one liberal joy. 

The Heady mifer can his years employ; 

Without one friend, howe’er his fortunes thrive, 
Befpis’d and hated, how he bears to live, 3 j 

With honeH warmth of heart, with fome degree 
Of pity that fuch wretched things Ihould be. 

You £pom the fordid knave — He grins at you. 

And deems himfelf the wifer of the two , — 

^Tis all but talle, howe’er we fift the cafe ; 40 

He has his joy, as every creature has. 

’Tis true, he Cannot boafl an angel's lharc. 

Yet has what happinefs his organs bear. 

lih^^Je mad’Ji the high feraphic foul. 

Maker Omnipotent / and thou the owl, 4? 

Heav’n 
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Heav’n form’d hm too, and doubtlefs for fome ufe; 
But Crane-court knows not yet all nature’s views, 

’Tis chiefly tafte, or blunt, or grofs, or fine. 

Makes life infipid, bellial, or divine^ 

Better be born with tafte to little rent, 50 

Than the dull monarch of a continent. 

Without this bounty which the Gods beftow, 

Can fortune make one favourite happy? — ^No, 

As well might fortune in her frolic vein. 

Proclaim an Oyfter fovereign of the main. 55 

Without fine nerves, and bofom juftly warm’d. 

An eye, an ear, a fancy to be charm’d. 

In vam majeftic Wren expands the domej 
Blank as pale ftucco Rubens lines the room . 

Loft are the raptures of bold Handel’s ftrainj 60 
Great TuIIy ftorms, fweet Virgil fings, in vain* 

The beauteous forms of nature are eifac’d; 

Tempers foft charms, the raging watry wafte. 

Each greatly- wild, each fweet romantic feene 
Unheeded rifes, and almoft unfeen. 65 

Yet thefe are joys, with fome of better clay. 

To footh the toils of life’s emharrafs’d way. 

Thefe the fine frame with charming horrors chill# 

And give the nerves delightfully to thrill. 

Bat of all Tafte the nobleft and the beft, 7^ 

The firft enjoyment of the generous breaft. 

Is to behold in man’s obnoxious ftate 
Scenes of content, and happy turns of fate, 

Eair vi^ws of nature, fhining works of art, 

Amufe the fancy; but touch the heart* 75 

Chiefly 
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CliieHy for this proud epic fong delights. 

For this fome riot on th’ Arabian Nights^ 

Each cafe js ours : and foi the human mind 
^is monftrous not to feel for all mankind. 

Were all mankind unhappy, who could tafte 2q 
Ely hum ^ or be folitanly bleH ? 

Shock'd vt^ith furroundmg lhapes of human woe. 

All that or fenfe or fancy could beftow. 

You would rejefl with lick and coy difdam. 

And pant to fee one chearful face again. 8^ 

But if life’s better profpeds to behold 
So much delight the man of generous mould; 

How happy they, the gi*eat, the godlike few, 

Who daily cultivate this pleafing view 1 

This is a joy pofTefs'd by few indeed! 90 

Dame fortune has fo many fools to feed. 

She cannot .oft afford, with all her {lore. 

To yield her fmiles where nature fmil’d before. 

To linking worth a cordial hand to lend; 

With better fortune to furprize a friend ; 

To chear the modefl ftranger’s lonely Hate;- 
Or fnatch an orphan family from fate ; 

To do, pofTefs'd with virtue's nobleft fire. 

Such generous deeds as we with tears admire; 

Deeds that, above ambition's vulgar aim, lOO 

Secure an amiable, a foHd fame : 

Thefe are fuch joys as heaven's £rB favourites feize; 
Thefe pleafe you now, and will for ever pleafe. 

Too feldom we great moral deeds admire; 

The will, the powder, th’ occafion muft confpii'e# toj. 

Yet 
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Yet few there are fo impotent and low. 

But can fome fmall good offices bellow* 

Small as they are, however cheap they come. 

They add ftill fomethmg to the general fum: 

And him who gives the little in his power, no 
The world acquits ; and heaven demands no more. 

Unhappy he I who feels each neighbour’s woe. 

Yet no relief, no comfort can bellow. 

Unhappy too, who feels each kind effay. 

And for great favours has but words to pay; 115 
Who, fcornful of the flatterer’s fawning ait. 

Dreads even to pour his gratitude of heart ; 

And with a diftant lover’s filent pain 
Mull the bell movements of his foul rellrain. 

But men fagacious to explore mankind 12a 

Trace even the coyell paliions of the mind. 

Not only to the good we owe good-will ; 

In good and bad dillrefs demands it Hill. 

This with the generous lays dillindion low. 

Endears a friend, and recommends a foe. 125 

Not that refentment never ought to rife ; 

For even excefs of virtue ranks with vice : 

And there are villainies no bench can awe. 

That fport without the limits of the law. 

No laws th’ ungenerous crime would reprehend 150 
Could I forget Eumenes was my friend : 

In vain the gibbet or the pillory claim 
The wretch who blalls a helplefs virgin’s fame. 

Where laws are dup’d, ’tis nor unjull nor mean 
To feize the proper time for honell fpleem 135 

An 
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An open candid foe I could not hate. 

Nor even infult the bafe in humbled ftate; 

But thriving maliee tamely to forgive— 

’Tis fomewhat late to be fo piimitive* 

But I detain you with thefe tedious lays, 140 

Which few perhaps would read, and fewer praifcc 
No matter : could I pleafe the poliih’d few 
W^ho talle the ferious or the gay like you. 

The fqueamifh mob may find my verfes bare 
Of every giace — but curfe Me if I care* 145 

Befides, I little court Parnalfian fame; 

There's yet a better than a poet's name* 

^Twould more indulge my pride to hear it faid 
That I with you the paths of honour tread. 

Than that amongfi: the proud poetic train 15® 

No modern boafted a more claffic vein ; 

Or that in numbers I let loofe my fong. 

Smooth as the Tweed, and as the Severn ftrong* 


VoL* IXXL 


a 


TASTE^ 



C S2 ] 


TASTE; 

A N 

EPISTLE 

T O 

A YOUNG CRITIC. 175*3. 


Pfo/etrc qu<sp fentlat cur qul/quani Jiher dubltet ® — Mallnu 
hercule-f folu\ infa?we, quam fohiwi aut fUbis au^ ■patrum 

delifatwmbus jgnaviter ajfentaii 

Autor anonym. Fragm. 

R ange from Tower-liIIl all London to the Fleet, 
Thence round the Temple, t’ utmoft Grofvenor- 
llreet : 

Take in your route both Gray’s and Lincoln’s Inn % 
Mifs not, be fure, my Lords and Gentlemen; 

You II hardly raife, as I with * Petty guefs, 5* 
Above twelve thoufand men of tafte ; unlefs 
In defperate times a Conmtjfeur may pafs. 

A ConnoilTeur! What’s that**” ’Tis hard to fay: 
But you mull oft amidft the fair and gay 
Have feen a wou’d-be rake, a fluttering fool, i o 
Who fwears he loves the fex with all his foul. 

^ Sa Wilh^m Pettyi authoi of the Polukal Arithmetic* 

Alas, 
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Alas, vain youth! dofl: thou admire fweet Jones? 

Tiiou be gallant without or blood or bones I 
You^d fplit to hear th’ iniipid coxcomb cry 
Ah, charming Nanny ! 'tistoo much! I die^— 15 
Die and be d — n'd, fays one; but let me tell ye 
111 pay the lofs if ever rapture kill ye, 

’Tis eafy learnt the art to talk by rote : 

At Nando’s ^twill but coll: you half a groat; 

The Bedford fchool at three-pence is not dear. Sir; 

At White’s — the Jims tnJtruB you for a tefter, 21 
But he, whom nature never meant to fhare 
One fpark of tafle, will never catch it there • 

Nor no where elfe ; howe’er the booby beau 
Glows great with Pope, and Horace, and Boi- 
leau, 25 

Good nati\e Tafle, though rude, is feldom wrong. 

Be it in mufic, painting, or m fong. 

But this, as w ell as other faculties, 

Improves with age and ripens by degrees. 

I know, my dear, ’tis needlefs to deny % 30 

You like Voiture, you think him wondrous bright: 

But feven years hence, your relilh more matur’d. 

What now delights will hardly be endur’d. 

The boy may live to taHe Racine’s fine charms. 

Whom Lee’s bald orb or Rowe's dry lapture warms : 

But be, enfranchis’d from his tutor’s care, 36 

Who places Butler near Cervantes’ chair ; 

Or with Erafmiis can admit to vie 
Brown of Squab-hal! of metry memory; 

G 2 Will 
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Will die a Goth : and nod at ^ Woden's feaft, 

Th’ eternal winter long, on f Gregory's breaH. 

Long may he fwill, this patriarch of the dull. 

The drowfy Mum — Bat touch not Maro’s fkulll 
His holy barbarous dotage fought to doom. 

Good heaven! th’ immortal daflics to the tomb I— 
Thofe facred lights fhall bid new genius rife 45 
"When all Rome’s faints have rotted from the flcies. 

Be thefe your guides, if at the ivy crown 
You aim; each country’s claiSics, and your own. 

But chiefly with the ancients pafs your prime, 50 
And drink Caftalia at the fountain’s brim. 

The man to genuine Burgundy bred up. 

Soon flarts the dafh of Methuen in his cup. 

Thofe fovereign mailers of the Mufes ikill 
Are the true patterns of good writing flill. jj 

Their ore was rich and feven times purg’d of lead; 
Their ait feem’d nature, ’twas fo finely hid. 

Though born with all the powers of writing well. 
What pains it coft they did not blufh to tell. 

Their eafe (my Lords!) ne’er loung'd for want of fire. 
Nor did their rage through afledation tire, 61 

* Alluding to the Gothic heaven, Woc3en*s hall; where the 
happy are for ever employed in drinking beer, mum, and other 
cojn»fprtable lujuors out of the Ikulls of thoie whom they had Ham 
in battle. 

4 Pope Gregory the Vlth, diftinguifhed by the name of St. 
Gregory ; whofe pious zeal, in the caufe of barbarous ignorance and 
pneftly tyranny, exerted itfeif m demolifliing, to the Utmoft of his 
power, all the remains of heathen genius. 
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Free from all tawdry and impoiing glare 
They trufted to their native grace of air. 

Rapturous and wild the trembling foul they feize T 
Or fly coy beauties fleal it by degrees ; 

The more you view them dill the more they pleafe. J 
Yet there are thoufands of fcholaftic merit 
Who worm their fenfe out but ne’er tade their fpint. 
Witnefs each pedant under Bentley bred^ 

Each commentator that e’er commented. *jq 

(You fcarce can feize a fpot of claflic ground. 

With leagues of Dutch moiafs fo floated round.) 
Witnefs — but, Sir, I hold a cautious pen. 

Led I fliould nx>rong forae honotnahle men» 

They grow enthufiads too — Hue! *tis pitj ! 

But 'tis not every lunatic that’s witty. 

Some have lun Maio — and fome Milton — ^mad, 

Athley once turn'd a folid barber’s head : 

Hear all that’s faid or printed if you can, 

Afhiey has turn’d more folid heads than one. 8o 
Let fuch admire each great or fpecious name; 

For right or wrong the joy to them s the fame. 

Right!” Yes a thoufand times*— Each fool has heard 
That Homer was a wonder of a bard, 

Defpife them civilly with all my heart— 85 

But to convince them is a defperate part. 

Why fliould you tcize one for what fecret caufc 
One doats on Horace, or on Hudibras? 

’Tis cruel, Sir, ’tis needlefs, to endeavour 
To teach g fot of Tafte he knows no flayoura 
G 3 
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To difunite I neither wlfli nor hope 
A ilubborn blockhead from his favTite fop. 

Yes — fop I fay, were Maio’s felf before ’em: 

For Maro’s felf grows dull as they pore o’er him. 

But hear their raptures o’er fome fpecious rhyme 9 j 
Dubb'd by the mu Ik’d and greafy mob fubhme. 

For fpleen’s dear fake hear how a coxcomb prates 
As clam’rous o’er his joys as fifty cats; 

Mnjlc has chau7ts to fcoth a favage heafi, 

To /often rocks, and oaks/'^'dXi^ all the reft. ico 
hea'id '^ — Blefs thefe long ears! — Heav’ns 
what a ftrain ! 

Good God^ What thunders burft in this Campaign! 
Hark Waller warbles! Ahl how fweetly killing ! 
Then that inimitable Splendid Shilling! 

Rowe breathes all Shakefpearehere! — That ode of 
« Prior 105 

Is Spencer quite ^ egad his very fire 
As like”— Yes faith! as gum-flowers to the rofe. 
Or as to Claret fiat Minorca's dofe; 

As like as (if I am not grofsiy wrong) 

Erie Robert’s Mice to aught e’er Chaucer fung. 1 10 
Read boldly, and unprejudic’d perufe 
Each fav’rite modern, ev’n each ancient mufe. 

With all the comic fait and tragic rage 
The great ftupendous genius of our ftage, 

Boaft of our ifland, pride of human-kind, 1 15 

Had faults to which the boxes are not blind. 

His fiailties are to ev ry goflip known. 

Yet Milton’s pedantries not Ihock the town# 

I 
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Ne’ei be the dupe of Names, however highs 

For fome outlive good parts, fome mifappty. 1 20 

Each elegant Spedator you admire; 

But mull you theiefore fwear by Cato’s fire? 

Mafques for the court, and oft a clumfeyjefi, 
Difgrac’d the mufe that wrought the Alchemifio 
But to the ancients.” — Faith! I am not clear, i2j 
For all the fmooth round type of Elze\ ir. 

That every work which lafts in profe 01 fong, 

Tvo thoufand yeais, deferves tolall fo long. 

For not to mention fome eternal blades 

Known only now in th' academic fhades, 1 30 

(Thofe facred groves where raptur’d fpirits firay. 

And in word-hunting wafte the live-long day) 

Ancients whom none but curious critics fcan. 

Do, read * Mefiala’s praifes if you can. 

Ah ^ who but feels the Bveet contagious fraart 135 
While foft Tibullus pours his tender heart ^ 

With him the Loves and Mufes melt in tears | 

But not a word of fome hexameters. 

You grow fo fqueamifli and fo dev’iilli dry. 

You’ll call Lucretius vapid next.” NotL 140 
Some find him tedious, others think him lame: 

But if he lags his fubjed is to blame. 

Rough weary roads through barren wilds he tried. 

Yet fiiil he marches with true Roman pride: 

Sometimes a meteor, gorgeous, rapid, bright, 145 
He ftreams athwart the plniofophic night, 

A poem of Tibullus’s m hexameter vcrfe; as yaw mag 
aifipid as his elegies are tender and natural. 

G 4 Find 
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Find you in Horace no infipid Odes ? — 

He dar’d to tell us Homer fometimes nodsj 

And but for fuch a critic’s hardy Ikill 

Homer might (lumber unfufpefed MI. 150 

Taftelefs, implicit, indolent, and tame, 

At fecond-hand we chiefly piaife or blame. 

Hence ^tis, for elfe one knows not why nor how. 

Some authors fiourilh for a year or two ; 

For many fome, more wond’rous Ml to tell; 15 j 

Farquhar yet lingers on the brink of hell. 

Of folid merit others pine unknown ; 1 

At firft, though * Carlos fw immingly went down, > 
Poor Beividera fail’d to melt the town, J 

Sunk in dead night the giant Milton lay 1 60 

^Tili Sommer’s hand produc’d him to the day. 

But, thanks to heav’n and Addifon’s good grace. 

Now ev’ry fop is charm’d with Chevy Chace. 

Specious and fage, the fovereign of the Sock 
Led to the downs, or from the wave- worn rock 1 6§ 
Reiufiant hurl’d, the tame implicit train 
Or crop the downs, or headlong feek the main. 

As blindly we our folemn leadeis follow. 

And good, and bad, and execrable fwallow. 

Pray, pn the Srft throng’d evening of a play 173 
That wears the f facies hippocrattca, 

* Don Carlos, a tragedy of Otway’s, now long and juftly forgot- 
ten, went off with great applaufe ; while his Orphan, a foniewhat 
better performance, and what is yet more ftrange, his Venice Pre- 
ier\ed, accoiding to the theatrical anecdotes of thofe times, met 
5vith a very cold reception. 

f The appearance of the face in the laid: ftage of a confumption, 
a$ it IS defcnbsd y Hippocrates. 

Strong 
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Strong lines of death, figns dire of reprobation 5 
Have you not feen the angel of {alvation 
Appear fublime ; with wife and folemn rap 
To teach the doubtful rabble where to clap ?■— 1 7 

The rabble knows not where our dramas fhine; 

But where the cane goes pat — by G — that's fine! 

Judge for yourfelf; nor wait with timid phlegm 
®Till fome illuftrious pedant hum or hem. 

The lords who ftarv’d old Ben were learnMly fond 
Of Chaucer, whom with bungling toil they conn'd. 
Their fons, whofe ears bold Milton could notfeize. 
Would laugh o’er Ben like mad, and fnuff and fneeze. 
And fwear, and feem as tickled as you pleafe. 

Their fpawn, the pride of this fublimer age, 18^ 
Feel to the toes and horns grave Milton's rage. 
Though liv’d he now he might appeal with fcorn 
To Lords, Knights, 'Squires, and Doctors, yet unborn 5 
Or jullly mad to Moloch’s burning fane 
IDevote the choiceft children of his brain. 

Judge for yourfelf, and as you find report 
Of wit as freely as of beef or port. 

Zounds ! fhall a pert or bluff important wight, 

Whofe brain is fancilefs, whofe blood is white; 

A mumbling ape of tafle; prefcribe us laws 
To try the poets, for no better caufe 
Than that he boafis fer mm. ten thoufand clear. 

Yelps in the Houfe, or barely fits a Peer? 

For lhame’ for fhamel the liberal Britifii foul 
To Hoop to any flale dilator’s rule! 

I may 
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I i-nay be wiong, and often am no doubt. 

But right or wrong with friends with foes twill out. 
Thus 'tis perhaps my fault if I complain 
Of trite invention and a dimfy vein. 

Tame characters, uninterefting, jejune, 205 

And palTions drily copied from * Le Brun. 

For I would rather never judge than wrong 
That friend of all men, generous Fenelon. 

But in the name of goodnefs, muft I be 2 r 0 

The dupe of chaims I never yet could fee^* 

And then to flattei where there’s no lew^ard — • 

Better be any patron>huntmg bard. 

Who half our Lords with filthy praife befmears. 

And fing an Anthem to all ministers. 

Tafte th’ Attic fait in ev ly Peer s poor rebus, 215 
And crown each Gothic idol for a Phoebus. 

^ Firft painter to Lewis XlV. who, to fpeak m faOiionable 
Fiench Enghfh, called hmjdf the GREATt Ourfove- 
reign lords the paffions, Love, Rage, Defpair, &c. were gracioufly 
pleafed to lit to him. m their turns for their portiaits which he wa!> 
generous enough to communicate to the public , to the gieat im- 
provement, no doubt, of hiftory-painting It was he who the) fay 
poifoned Le Sueur, who, without half his advantages in many 
ether refpeds, was fo unreafonable and provoking as to difpla) a 
genius with which his own could ftand no coinpaiifon It was he 
and his Gothic difciples, who, with fly fcratches, defaced the moft 
mafterly of this Le Sueur’s performances, as often as their barba- 
rous envy could fnugly reach them. Yet after all thefe atchieve- 
;nents he died in his bed • A cataftiophe which could not have 
happened to him in a country like this, where the Jitu mti are as 
iiealoufly andjudicioufly patronifcd as they aie well underftood. 

Alas ! 
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Alas ! fo faf from free, fo far from brave, 

We dare not fhew the little TaHe we have. 

With ns )ou’ll fee ev’n vanity contioul 

The moft refin’d fenfations of the foul. 220 

Sad Otway’s fcenes, great Shakefpear’s we defy: 

Laid, Madam’ ’tis fo impolite to cry’ — 

For fhame, my dear! d ye credit all this 
I vow — well, this IS innocent enough 
At Athens long ago, the Ladies — (married) 225; 

Dreamt not they mifbehav’d though they mifcariied. 
When a wild poet with licentious rage 
Turn’d fifty fuiies loofe upon the fiage. 

They were fo tender and fo eafy mov’d, 

Heav’ns ’ how the Grecian ladies mufi: have lo\ ’dl 
For all the fine fenfations ftill have dwelt, 23 x 

Perhaps, where one was exquifitely felt. 

Thus he who heai enly Maro truly feels 
Stands fix’d on Raphael, and at Handel thrills. 

The gioffer fenfes too, the talle, the fmell, ^ 3 SI 
Are likely truefi: v\ here the fine prevail : I 

Who doubts that Horace mufi: have cater’d well? J 
Friend, I’m a fhrewd obferver, and will guefs 
What booKs you doat on from youi fav’rite meis. 

Blown and L’Efirange will furely charm w'home’er 
The frothy pertnefs finkes of weak finall-beer. 

Who ileeps the calf’s fat loin in greafy fauce 
Will hardly loathe the praife that baftes an afs. 

WTo riots on Scotcht Collops fcorns not any 
Infipid, fulfome, tralhy raifcellany; 


HS 

And 
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And who devours whate’er the cook can difh up,' 
Will for a clalTic confecrate each * bilhop. 

But I am fick of pen and ink ; and you 
Will find this letter long enough. Adieu ! 

•* See Felton's Claffics. 
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IMITATION 

O F 

SHAKESPEARE AND SPENSER. 


AdnjerUjement from the Tuhhjher^ 

T he following Imitation of Shakefpeare was one 
of our Author’s firft attempts in poetry^ made 
when he was very young. It helped to amufe the fo- 
iitude of a winter palTed in a wild romantic country ; 
and, what is rather particular, was juft ftnilhed when 
Mr. Thomfon’s celebrated poem upon the fame fubje(fl 
appeared^ Mr. Thomfon, foon hearing of it, had the 
curiofity to procure a copy by the means of a common 
acquaintance. He fhewetHlt to his poetical friends, 
Mr. Mallet, Mr. Aaron Hill, and Dr. Young, who, 
it feems, did great honour to it; and thefirft-men* 
tioned gentleman wrote to one of his friends at Edin- 
burgh, defirlng the author’s leave to publxlh it; a re- 
queft too flatttering to youthful vanity to be refifted. 
But Mr. Mallet altered his mind ; and this little piece 
has hitherto remained unpubliftied. 

The other Imitations of Shakelpeare happen to have 
been faved out of the ruins of an unfinifhed tragedy on 
the ftory of Teieus and Fhtlomela; attempted upon an 

irregular 
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irregular and extravagant plan, at an age much too 
early for fuch atchievements. However, they are here 
exhibited for the fake of fuch gueils as may like a little 
repaft of fcraps. 

Summer with her wanton court Is gone 
To revel on the fouth fide of the world. 

And flaunt and frolic out the live-long day. 

While Winter rifing pale from northern feas 
Shalces from his hoary locks the drizzling rheum. 5 
A blafi fo fhiewd malies the tall-bodied pines 
Unfinew’d bend, and heavy-paced bears 
Sends growling to their favage tenements. 

Now blows the furly north, and chills throughout 
The ftifFenmg regions; while, by firongei charms 
Than Circe e’er or fell Medea brew’d, lO 

Each brook that wont to prattle to its banks 
Lies all beftill’d and wedg’d betwixt its banks, 

Nor moves the wither’d reeds : and the ralh flood 
That from the mountains held its headfirong courfe. 
Burled in livid Iheets of vaulting ice, 1 6 

Seen through the fhameful breaches, idly creeps 
To pay a fcanty tribute to the ocean. 

What wonder ? when the floating wildernefs 
That fcorns our miles, and calls Geography 20 

A ihallow pryer; from whofe unfieady miriour 
The high -hung pole furveys his dancing locks; 

When this fiill-raving deep lies mute and dead. 

Nor heaves its fwelHng bofom to the winds. 

The furges, baited by the fierce aiorth-eafi: 2 5- 

Tofling 
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Toiling with fretful fpleen their angry heads 
To roar and ruili together. 

Even in the foam of all their madnefs ftruck 

To monumental ice, {land all aftnde 

The rocks they wafhed fo late. Such execution, 30 

So ilern, fo fudden, v^rought the griily afpedl 

Of terrible Medufa, ere young Perfeus 

With his keen fabre cropt her horrid head. 

And laid her feipents rowling on the dull; 

When wandering thro^ the woods fhe frownM to done 
Their favage tenants : juil as the foaming lion 36 
Sprung furious on Ins prey, her fpeedier power 
Outrun his hade ; no time to knguifh in. 

But dx^d in that fierce attitude he dands 
Like Rage in marble, — Now portly Argofies 40 
Lie wedg’d kwixt Neptune’s ribs. The bridg’d abyfm 
Has chang’d our diips to horfes; the fwiftbark 
Yields to the heavy waggon and the cart. 

That now from ifle to ide maintain the trade ; 

And where the furface-haunting Dolphin led 
Her fportive young, is now an area fit 
For the wild fchool-boy’s padime. 

Meantime the evening ikies, cruded with ice. 
Shifting from red to black their weighty Ikirts, 

Hang mournful o’er the hills; and dealing night 50 
Rides the bleak puffing winds, that feem to fpit 
Their foam fparfe thro’ the welkin, which is nothing 
If not beheld. Anon the burden’d heaven 
Shakes from its ample fieve the boulted fnow^; 

That fluttering down befprinkles the fad trees 55 
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In mockery of leaves ; piles up the hills 
To monftrous altitude, and choalcs to the lips 
The deep impervious vales that yawn as low 
As to the centre. Nature’s vafty breaches. 

While all the pride of men and mortal things 6q 
Lies whelm’d in heaven’s white ruins. — 

The Ihivering clown digs his obUruded way 
'rhrough the fnow-barricadoed cottage door ; 

And mufHed in his home-fpun plaid encounters 
With livid cheeks and rheum-diftilhng nofe 
The morning’s fharp and fcourging breath; to count 
His ftarving flock whofe number’s all too fliort 
To make the goodly fum of yefler-night : 

Part deep ingurgitated, part yet ftruggling 
With their laft pantings melt themfelves a grave 70 
In Winter’s bofomj which yields not to the touch 
Of the pale languid crefcet of this world. 

That now with lean and churlifh hulbandry 
Yields heartlefly the remnants of his prime; 

And like moft fpendthrifts ftarves his latter days 75 
For former ranknefs. He with bleary eye 
Blazons his own difgrace; the harnefs'd wafte 
Rebelhous to his blunt defeated fhafts; 

And idly ftrikes the chalky mountains tops 
That rife to kifs the Wellan’s ruddy lips ; 80 

Where all the ralh young bullies of the air 
Mount their quick flender penetrating wings. 
Whipping the froft^burnt villagers to the bones ; 

And growing with their motion mad and furious, 

^Till fwola to tempefts they out-rage the thunder ; 85: 

^ Winnow 
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Winnow the chafFy fnow, and mock the Ikies 
E\^en with their own aitillery retorted; 

Tear up and throw th^ accumulated hills 
Into the vallies. And as rude hurricanes, 

Difcharg’d from the wind-fwoln cheeks of heaven, 90 
Buoy up the fwilling fkirts of Araby's 
Inhofpitable wilds. 

And roll the dully defart through the ikies, 

Choakmg the liberal air, and fmothermg 
Whole caravans at once; fuch havock fpreads 
This war of heaven and earth, fuch fudden ruin 
Vifits their houfelefs citizens, that fhrink 
In the falfe fhelter of the hills together. 

And hear the tempeft howling o’er their heads 
That by and by overwhelms them. The very birds, 
Thofe few that troop’d not with the chiming tribe 
Of amorous Summer quit their rufEaii element ; 

And with domeftic tamenefs hop and flutter 
Within the roofs of perfecuting man, 

(Grown hofpi table by like fenfe of fufferance,) ic^ 
Whither the hinds, the debt o’ the day difcharg’d. 
From kiln or barn repairing, Ihut the door 
On furly Winter; crowd the clean-fwept hearth 
And chearful ihining fire ; and doff the time. 

The whilfl the maids their twirling fpindles ply, xiQ 
With mufly legends and ear-pathing tales ; 

Of giants, and black necromantic baids. 

Of air-built caftles, feats of madcap knights. 

And every hollow iidion of romance. 

And, as their rambling humour leads them, talk i ry 
VoL, LXXI. H Of 



ARMSTRONG’S POEMS, 


Of prodigies^ and things of dreadful utterance ; 

That fet them all agape, roufe up their hair. 

And make the ideot drops ftart from their eyes ; 

Of church-yards belching flames at dead of night. 

Of walking ftatues, ghofls unaffable, 1 20 

Haunting the dark wafle tower or airlefs dungeon ; 
Then of the elves that deftly trip the green. 

Drinking the fummer’s moonlight from the floweis; 
And all the toys that phantafy pranks up 
T’ araufe her fools wuhal. — Thus they lafh on 125 
The fnail-pac’d Hyperborean nights, till heaven 
Hangs with a jufler poize; when the murk clouds 
Kolfd up in heavy wreathes low-bellying, feem 
To kifs the ground, and all the wafte of fnow 
Looks blue beneath ’em j till plump’d with bloatin 
dropfy, 13 

Beyond the bounds and flretch of continence. 

They burft at once; down pours the hoarded rain, 
Wafhing the flippery winter from the hills. 

And floating all the vallies. The fading fcene 
Melts like a loft enchantment or vain phantafm 135 
That can no more abufe. Nature refumes 
Her old fubftantial fhape ; while from the wafte 
Of undiftinguifhing calamity, 

Foreft, and by their fides wide-fkirted plains, 

Houfes and trees arife; and waters flow, 14a 

That from their dark confinements burfting, fpurn 
Their brittle chains ; huge ftieets of loofen’d ice 
Float on their bofoms to the deep, and jarr 
And clatter as they pafs ; th' o’erjutting banks. 

As 
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As long unpra6lis’d to fo fteep a view, 145 

Seem to look dizzy on the moving pomp. 

Now ev’ry petty brook that crawl’d along. 

Railing its pebbles j mocks the river’s rage. 

Like the proud frog i’ the fable. The huge Danube, 
While melting mountains rulh into its tide, i j-o 
Rolls with fuch headftrong and unreined courfe. 

As It would choak the Euxme's gulphy maw, 

Burfting his cryllal cerements. The breathing time 
Of peace expir’d, that hulh’d the deafning feenes 
Of clam’rous indignation, ruffian War i 

Rebels, and Nature Hands at odds again : 

When the rous’d Furies of the fighting winds 
Torment the main ; that fwells its angry fides. 

And churns the foam betwixt its flinty jaw^s; 

While through the favage dungeon of the night i 6q 
The horrid thunder growls. Th* ambitious waves 
Affault the (kies, and from the burfting clouds 
Drink the glib lightening ; as if the feas 
Would quench the ever-burning fires of heaven. 
Straight from their flipp’ry pomp they madly plunge 
And kifs the loweft pebbles. Wretched they 166 
That ’midft fuch rude vexation of the deep 
Guide a frail vefTel ! Better ice-bound fliH, 

Than mock’d with liberty thus be refign’d 

To the rough fortune of the froward time ; 170 

When Navigation all a-tiptoe ftands 

On fuch unfteady footing. Now they mount 

On the tall billow’s top, and feem to jowl 

Againft the liars ; whence (dieadful eminence!) 

H 2 They 
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They fee with fwimming ei^es (enough to huiiy lound 
In endlefs vertigo the dizzy brain) 

A gulph that fwailows vifion, with wide mouth 
Steep-} awning to them ; down they duck 

To the rugged bottom of the main^ and view 
The adamantine gates of vaulted hell : 1 8o 

Thence tofs’d to light again ; till borne adrift 
Againil feme icy mountains bulging fides 
They reel, and are no more. — ^Nor lefs by land 
Ravage the winds, that in their wayward rage 
Howl through the wide unhofpitable glens; 185 
That rock the ftable-planted towers, and lhake 
The hoary monuments of ancient time 
Down to their flinty bafes , that engage 
As they would tear the mountains from their roots. 
And brufh the high heavens with their woody heads; 
Making the Rout oaks bow^ — But I forget 191 
That fprightly Ver trips on old Winter’s heel ; 

Ceafe w e thefe notes too tragic for the time. 

Nor jar againfl great Nature’s fymphony; 

Wheneien the bluftrous elements grow tuneful, 195 
Or Men to the concert, Hark^ how loud 
The cuckoo wakes the folitary wood! 

Soft figh the winds as o’er the greens they Rray, 

And murmuring brooks within their channels pla}% 
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PROGNE^S DREAM: 

Dmklj exp^ejffzve of fome f aft E^jents that n):ere foon to 
he 'ieiealed to her, 

— — — LAST night I dreamt. 

Whatever it may forebode it moves me ftrangely^ 

That I was rapt into the raving deep ; 

An old and reverend lire conduced me : 

He plung'd into the bofom of the main, j 

And bade me not to fear but follow him. 

I followed ; with impetuous fpeed we div’d. 

And heaid the dalhing thunder o'er our heads« 

Many a llippery fathom down we funk. 

Beneath all plummets’ found, and reach'd the bottomi, 
When there, I alk’d my venerable guide 1 1 

If he could tell me where my filler was ; 

He told me that Ihe lay not far from thence 
Within the bofom of a flinty rock. 

Where Neptune kept her for his paramour 
Hid from the jealous Amphitrite's fight; 

And faid he could condudl me to the place. 

I beg'd he would. Through dreadful ways we pall,, 
’Twixt rocks that frightfully lower’d on either fide. 
Whence here and there the branching coral fprung, 20 
O’er dead men’s bones we walk'd, o’er heaps of gold 
and gems. 

Into a hideous kind of wildernefs. 

Where flood a flern and prifon-looking rock, 

H 3 
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Daub’d with a inofTy verdure all around. 

The mockery of paint. As we drew near 2 5 

Out fptung a hydra from a den below, 

A fpeckl’d fury; fearfully it hifs’d. 

And roll’d its fea-green eyes fo angrily 
As it would kill with looking. My old guide 
Againft its lharp head hurl’d a rugged ftone— 3^ 
The curling monfter rais’d a brazen fhriek. 

Wallow’d and died m fitful agonies. 

We gain’d the cave. Through woven adamant 
I look’d, and faw my filler all alone. 

Employ’d Ihe feem’d in writing fomething fad, 3 j 

So fad Ihe look’d : Hei cheek was wond’rous wan. 
Her mournful locks like weary fedges hung. 

I call’d — Ihe turning, ftarted when Ihe faw me. 

And threw her head afide as if alham’d ; 

She wept, but would not fpeak — I call’d again; 40 
Still Ihe was mute.— < Then madly I addrell. 

With all the lion-finews of defpair. 

To break the flinty ribs that held me out; 

And with the llruggling wak’d.— • 
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A STORM; 


Raijcd to account for the late Return of a MeJJenger, 


^ — — THE fun went down in wrath I 
The fkies foam’d brafs, and foon tli' unchained winds 
Burft from the howling dungeon of the north: 

And rais’d fuch high delirium on the main. 

Such angry clamour ; while fuch boiling waves J 
Flafh’d on the peevilh ej e of moody night. 

It look’d as if the feas would fcald the heavens. 

Still louder chid the winds, th’ enchafed furge 
Still anfwer’d louder ; and when the fickly mom 
Peep’d ruefully through the blotted thick-brow’d eaU 
To view the ruinous havock of the dark, 1 1 

The ftately towers of Athens Teem’d to Hand 
On hollow foam tide-whiptj the {hips that lay 
Scorning the blaii: within the marble arms 
Of the fea-chid Portumnus, danc’d like corks ig 
Upon th’ enraged deep, kicking each other ; 

And feme were dafh’d to fragments in this fray 
Againft the harbour’s rocky cheil. The Tea 
So roar’d, fo madly rag’d, fo proudly fwell’d. 

As It would thunder full into the ftreets, 2 d 

And ileep the tall Cecropian battlements 
In foaming biine. The airy citadel. 

Perch’d like an eagle on a high-brow’d rock. 


Shook 
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ook tke fait Ikvater from its llubborn fides 
pl^sfjjiraking; the Cyclades appear’d 
Xiike ducking Cormorants — Such a mutiny 
Out-clamour’d all tradition, and gain’d belief 
To ranting prodigies of heretofore. 

Seven days it Horm'd^ 
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SPENSER* 

Written at Mr, Thomson’s dejire^ to he mferted into 
The Castle of Indolence, 

L 

tpULL many a fiend did haunt this houfe of refi:. 
And made of pafiive wights an eafy prey, 

Heie Lethargy with deadly fleep oppreft 
Stretch’d on his back a mighty lubbard lay. 
Heaving his fides ; and fnored night and day. 

To llir him from his traunce it was not eath. 
And his half-open’d eyne he fhut flraightway : 

He led I ween the foftefi: way to death, 

And taught withouten pain or ftrife to yield the breath, 

IL 

Of limbs enormous, but withal unfound, 

Soft-fwoln and pale, here lay the Hydropfie; 
Unwieldy man, with belly monftrous round 
For ei'er fed with watery fupply; 

For ftill he drank, and yet he ftill w^as dry. 

And 
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And heie a moping Myftery did fit, 

Mother of Spleen, in robes of various dye: 

She call’d herfelf the Hypochondriack Fit, 

And frantick feem’d to fome, to others feem’d a wit- 

IIL 

A lady was Ihe whimfical and proud. 

Yet oft thro’ fear her pride would crouchen low- 
She felt or fancied in her fluttering mood 
All the difeafes that the Spirals know. 

And fought all phyfick that the fliops bellow; 

And ftili new leaches and new drugs would try# 
^Twas hard to hit her humour high or low, 

For fometimes flie would laugh and fometimes cry. 
Sometimes would waxen wroth; and all fhe brew not 
why. 

IV. 

Fall by her fide a Hlllefs virgin pin’d. 

With aching head and fqueamifli heart-burnings ; 
Pale, bloated, cold, flie feem’d to hate mankind. 

But lov’d in fecret all forbidden things. 

And here the Tertian fliook his chilling wings; 

And here the Gout, half tyger half a fnake. 
Rag’d with an hundred teeth, an hundred flings; 
Thefe and a thoufand furies more did fliake 
Thofe weary realms^ and kept eafeJoving men awake- 
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A DAY: 

Epiftle to John Wilkes, of AyleJburj^ 

E SCAP’D from London now four moons, and 
more, 

I greet gay Wilkes from Fulda’s wafted fiiore. 

Where cloth’d with woods a hundred hills afcend, 
W'here nature many a paradife has plan’d: 

A land that, e’en amid contending arms, ^ 

Late fmiFd with culture, and luxunant charms; 

But now the hoftile fey the has bar’d her foil. 

And her fad peafants ftarve for all their toil. 

What news to-day I alk you not what rogue. 
What paltry imp of fortune’s now in vogue; lO 
What forward blundering fool was laft preferr’d. 

By mere pretence diftinguifh’d from the herd ; 

With what new cheat the gaping town is fmit ; 

What crazy fcribbler reigns the prefent wit ; 

What fluff for winter the two booths have mixt; 

What bouncing mimick grows a Rofcius next. 

Wave all fuch news : I’ve feen too much, my friend. 
To flare at any wonders of that kind. 

News, none have I : you know I never had ; 

I never long’d the day’s dull lye to Ipread 5 zq 

I left to goflips that fweet luxury. 

More in the fecrets of the great tlian I, 

To nurfes, midwives, all the flippery train. 

That fwallow all, and bring up all again ; 

Or 
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Or did I e'er a brief event relate. 

You found It foon at length in the Gazette. 

Now for the weather — This is England Hill 
For aught I find, as good, and quite as ill* 

Even now the ponderous rain perpetual falls. 

Drowns every camp, and crowds our hofpitals. 

This foaking deluge all unllrings my frame. 

Dilutes my fenfe, and fuffocates my flame — 

^Tis that which makes thefe prefent lines fo tame. 

The parching eaft wind Rill purfues me too — 
is there no climate where this fiend ne’ei flew 
By heaven, it fiays Japan, perhaps Peru! 

It blafts all earth with its envenom’d breath. 

That fcatters difcord, rage, difeafes, death. 

’Twas the firfi: plague that burft Pandora's cheR, 

And with a livid fmile low’d all around the reR. 40 
Heaven guard my friend from every plague that flies. 
Still grant him health, whence all the pleafures rife. 

But oft difeafes from flow caufes creep. 

And in this do<Rnne as (thank Heaven) Fm deep, 
****** 
****** 
****** 
****** 

Mean time excufe me that I flily fnatch 45 

The only theme in which I fliine your match. 

You Rudy early; fome indulge at night. 

Their prudifh mufe Reals in by candle-light. 

Shy as th’ Athenian Bird, fhe fhuns the day. 

And finds December genial more than May* 

4 
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But happier 7011 who court the early fun. 

For inormng vifits no debauch diaw on; 

Nor fo the fpints, health, or %ht impair. 

As tliofe that pafs in the raw midnight air. 

The talk of breakfall o’er, that peevifh, pale, 

That lounging, yawning, moif un genial meal , 

Ruih out, before thofe fools rulh in to worry ye, 
Whofe bufinefs is to be idle in a hurry. 

Who kill your time as frankly as their own. 

And feel no civil hints e’er to be gone. 60 

Thefe flies all fairly flung, whene’er the houfe. 

Your countiy’s bufinefs, or your friend’s, allows, 
Rufh out, enjoy the fields and the frefli air ; 

Ride, walk, or drive, the weather foul or fair. 

Yet in the torrid months I would reverfe 6 ; 

This method, leave behind both profe and verfe; 

With the grey dawn the hills and forell roam. 

And wait the fultry noon embower’d at home. 

While every rural found improves the breeze. 

The railing flreara, the bufy rooks, and murmur of the 
bees. yo 

You’ll hardly choofe thefe chearful jaunts alone— 
Except when forae deep fcheme Is carrying on. 

With you at Chelfea oft may I behold 
The hopeful bud of fenfe her bloom unfold. 

With you I’d walk to ***** ’^ 

To rich, mfipid Hackney, if you will ; 

With you no matter where, while we’re together, 

I fcorn no fpgt on earth, and curfe no weather: 

When 
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’Tis well he cannot ocean change to cream. 

Nor earth to a gilded cake; not e’en could tame 105 
Niagara’s fteep abyfs to crawl down flairs 
Or drefs in rofes the dire Cordellms^ . 

But what he can he does . w^ell can he tiim 
A charming fpot into a childifh whim ; 

Can every generous gift of Nature fpoil, no 

And rates their merits by his coll and toil. 

Whatever the land, whatever the lea’s produce. 

Of perfedl texture, and exalted juice. 

He pampers, or to fulfome fat, or drains. 

Refines and bleaches, till no talle remains. 115 

Enough to fatten fools, or drive the dray. 

But plagues and death to thofe of finer clay. 

No corner elfe, ’tis not to be denied. 

Of all our ifie fo rankly is fupplied 

With grofs produdions, and adulterate fare, 120 

As one renown’d abode, whofe name I fpare* 

They cram all poultry, that the hungry fox 
Would loath to touch them ; e’en their boafted ox 
Sometimes is glutted fo with undluous fpoil. 

That what feems beef is rather rape-feed oiL 125 
D’ye know what brawn is ^ — O th’ unhappy beall! 

He Hands eternal, and is doom’d to feall. 

Vide Chatfworth, 1753. 

i Les Cordalleira’s dcs Aadec are a chain of hills, which run 
Khrough South-Ameuca. 

Till 
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Till— but the nauceous procefs I forbear— 

Only, beware of brawn — ^befure, beware ^ 

Yet brawn has tafte— it has : their veal has none, 13# 
Sa\^e what the butcher’s breath infpires alone ; 

Juft heaven one day may fend them hail for wheat. 
Who fpoil all veal becaufe it fhould be white. 

®Tis hard to fay of what compounded pafte 
Their bread is wrought, for it betrays no tafte, 13^ 
Whether '’tis flour and chalk, or chalk and flour 
Shell’d and refin’d, till it has tafte no more ; 

But if the lump be white, and white enough. 

No matter how infipid, dry, or tough. 

In fait itfelf the fapid favour fails, 140 

Burnt alum for the love of white prevails : 

While taftelefs cole-feed we for muftard fwallow, 

^Tis void of zeft indeed — ^but ftill ’tis yellow. 

Parfoip, or parfley root, the rogues will foon 
Scrape for horfe-radifh, and ^twill pafs unknown, 14^ 
For by the colour, not the tafte, we prove all. 

As hens will fit on chalk, if ’tis but oval, 

I muft with caution the cook’s reign invade. 

Hot as the fire, and hafty from his trade, 

* * 

*»****- 

*«•**** 

A cook of genius, bid him roaft a hare, 15a 

By all that’s hot and horrible would fwear, 


Parch 
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Parch native drynefs! zounds, tliaPs not the thing — 
But ftew hinaj and he might half dine a king® 

His generous broth I fhould almoft prefer 
To Turtle Soup^, though Turtle travels far„ Ij'y 
You think me nice perhaps; yet I could dine 
On roafled rabbit; or fat turky and chines 
Or fulfome haflet ; or moil drily cram 
My throat with taftelefs fillet and wet ham t 
But let me ne’er of mutton-faddle eat, t6o 

That folid phantom, that moft fpecious cheat | 

Yet loin is pafiable, he was no fool 

lYho faid the half is better than the whole: 

# « ^ ^ 

* ■» * * ^ «‘ 

-Se* JE- 

^ A ' 

w ■«? 

*35. ^ IF* 

But I have cook’d and carv'd enough and more. 

We come to drinking next* ^Till dinner’s o’er, 16^ 
1 would all claret, even Champaign forbear. 

Give me frefh water^ — ^blefs me with fmall-beer^ 

But fiill whatever you drink with cautious lip 
Approach, furvey, and e’er you fwallow, fip 5 
For often, O defend all honefi: throats ! 1 70 

The reeling wafp on the drench'd borage fioatSo 
I’ve known a dame, fage elfe as a divine. 

For brandy whip off Ipecacua7i wine; 

And I’m as fure amid your carelefs glee. 

You’ll fwallow Fort one time for Cote-roikt 
You LXXL I 
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But you aware of that Leihea^t flood. 

Will fcarce repeat the dofe— forbid you fliould! 

’Tis fuch a deadly foe to all that’s bright, 

^Twould foon encumber e’en your fancy’s flight : 

And if ’tis true what fome wife preacher fays, 1 8o 
That we our gen’rous anceftors difgrace. 

The fault from this pernicious fountain flows. 

Hence half our follies, half our crimes and woes; 

And ere our maudlin genius mounts again, 1 

^Twill caufe a fea of claret and champain ^^5 f 
Of this retarding glue to rinfe the nation’s brain. J 
The mud-fed carp refines amid the fprings. 

And time and Burgundy might do great things s 
But health and pleafure we for trade defpife. 

For Portugal's giudg’d gold our genius dies. 1 90 
O haplefs race! O land to be bewail’d! 

With murders, treafons, horrid deaths appal’d; 

Where dark-red Ikies with livid thunders frown. 
While earth convulfive fhakes her cities down ; 

Where Hell in Heaven’s name holds her impious court. 
And the grape bleeds out that black poifon, port, 196 
Sad poifon to themfelves, to us fiill worfe. 

Brew’d and rebrew’d, a doubled, trebled curfe. 
Tofs’d in the crowd of various rules I find. 

Still fome material bufinefs left behind : 200 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

The fig, the goofeberr)'*, beyond all grapes. 

Mellower to eat, as rich to drink perhaps. 

But pleafures of this kind are bell enjoy’d. 

Beneath the tree, or by the fountain fide. 

Ere 



DAY, 


Ere the quick foul, and dewy bloom exhale, 205 
And vainly melt into the thanklefs gale, 

^ 

^ jfe y* ^ IS* 

^ ^ ^ 

^ «& «» 
fta ^ ^6^ is- ^ 

Who from the full meal yield to natural reH:, 

A fhort repofe; ’tis llrange how foon you’ll find 
A fecond morn life chearful on your mind ; 

Befides it foftly^ kindly ^ fooths away 210 

The faddefi: hour to fome that damps the day. 

But if you're coy to fleep, before you fpread 
Some eafy-trotting poet’s lines— you're dead 
At once : even thefe may hafien your repofe. 

Now rapid verfe, now halting nearer profe: 215 

There fmooth^ here rough, what I fuppofe you’d chufe. 
As men of tafie hate famenefs in the mufe i 
Yes, Fd adjourn all drinking till ’tis late. 

And then indulge, but at a moderate rate. 

By heaven not ^ with all his genial wit, 220 
Should ever tempt me after twelve to fit— 

You laugh— at noon you fay: I mean at night. 

I long to read youi name once more again. 

But while at CaJJel^ all fuch longing’s vam. 

Yet Cajlfel elfe no fad retreat I find, 225 

While good and amiable ^ Gay at s my friend. 

Generous and plain, the friend of human-kind; 

Monf de Gayot, Fils, confeiller d’efiat, et intsiidant de Par- 
mee Fiangoift en Alkmagne. 
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Who fcorns the little-minded’s partial view • 

One you would love, one that would relilh yois<, 
With km fometimes I fup, and often dine. 

And find his prefence cordial more than wine© 

There lively, genial, friendly, G^andl, 

Touch glaffes oft to one, whofe company 
Would — but what’s this Farewell'— fwithin two 

hours 

We march for Hoxier^^tvcx^ ever yours© 
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TO THE HONOURABLE 

CHARLES YGRKEo 

A Mufe that lov’d in Nature’s walks to ftray. 

And gather’d many a wild flower in her way^ 

To Nature’s friend her genuine gifts would bring. 

The light amufements of Life’s vacant fpring ; 

Nor lhalt thou, Yorke, her humble oiFering blarneys 
If pure her incenfe, and unmixt her flame. 

She pours no flattery into Folly’s car. 

No fhamelefs hireling of a fhamelefs Peer, 

The friends of Pope indulge her native lays. 

And G LOU c ESTER joins with Lyttelton to pralfe® 
Each judge of art hei flrain, though artlefs loves; 

And Shen STONE fmil’d, and polifli’d Hurd approves^ 
O may fuch fpints long proted my page. 

Surviving lights of Wit’s departed age! 

Long may I in their kind opinion live! 

All meaner praife, all envy I forgive—— 

Yet fairly be my future laurels won! 

Nor let me bear a bribe to Hardwicke’s fon! 

Should his free fuffrage own the favour’d flrain. 

Though vain the toil, the glory were not vain— 
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SONNET 

TO MR. LANGHORNE. 

by JOHN SCOTT, ESQ.; 

L ANGHORNE, unknown to me (fequeftei’d , 
fvvain^) 

Save by the Muse’s foul-enchanting lay/ 

To kindred fpirits never fung in vain. 

Accept the Tribute of this light eflay; 

Due for thy fweet longs that amus’d my day ! 

Where fancy held her vifionary reign. 

Or Scotland’s honours claim’d the pafloral drain, 

Or Music cameo’er Handel tears to pay: 

For all thy Irwan’s fiow’ry banks dilplay. 

Thy Perfian Lover and his Indian Fair; 

All Theodosius’ mournful lines convey. 

Where Pride and Av’rice part a matchlefs pair; 

Receive jufl: praife and wreaths that ne’er decay. 

By Fame and Virtue twin’d for thee to wear® 

Amwell, near Ware^ 

1 6 Marchs 
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PROEMIUM, WRITTEN m 1766. 

I N Eden's ^ vale, where early fancy wrought 

Her w lid embroidery on the ground of thought* 
Where Pemhoke's f grottos, flrew’d with Sidney s bays> 
Recaird the dreams of vifionary days. 

Thus the fond Mufe, that footh’d my vacant youth. 
Prophetic fung, and what the fung was truth. 

Boy, break thy lyre, and cafl thy reed away; 
Vain are the honours of the fruitlefs bay. 

Tho’ with each chaim thy polifh’d lay fhould pleafe. 
Glow into Hrength, yet foften into eafe; 

Should Attic fancy brighten every line. 

And all Aomds harmony be thine ; 

Say would thy cares a grateful age repay ? 

Fame wieathe thy brows, or Fortune gild thy tvay ? 
Ev’n her own fools, if Fortune fmile, fliall blame ; 

And Envy lurks beneath the flowers of Fame. 

Yet, if refoh’d, fecure of future praife. 

To tune fweet fongs, and li\e melodious days. 

Let not the hand, that decks my holy fhrine. 

Round Folly’s head the blafled laurel twine. 

Jufl: to thyfelf, difhonefl: grandeur fcorn ; 

Nor gild the bull of meannefs nobly born. 

Let truth, let freedom ftill thy lays approve ! 

Refpe«fl my precepts, and retain my love ! 

The nver Eden, in Weftmorland. 
f The Countefs of Pembroke, to whom Sir Philip Sydney dedi- 
cated his Arcadia, rehded at Appleby, a fmall but beautiful town 
la Wetoorland fituated upon the Eden. 
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HYMN TO HOPE^ i^Sio 

Msjvjj otvloCt ’EAniE iv ^o^oicrty 

Bp^hv Hes 


L 

OUN of the foul! whofe chearful ray 
^ Darts o’er this gloom of life a fmile 5 
Sweet Hop E, yet further gild my way. 
Yet light my weary Heps awhile. 

Till thy fair lamp diffolve in endlefs day, 

11 . 

O come with fiich an eye and mien. 

As when by amorous Ihepherd feen ; 
While in the violet-breathing vale 
He meditates his evening tale ! 

Nor leave behind thy fairy train, 

Repose, Belief, and Fancy vainj 
That towering on her wing fublime, 
OutHnps the lazy flight of time. 

Riots on diftant days with thee. 

And opens all futurity. 

HR 

O come! and to my penfive eye 
Thy far-forefeeing tube apply, 

Whofe kind deception Heals us o'er 
The gloomy waHe that lies before; 



hymn to hope. 
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Still opening to the diftant fight 
The funfiiine of the mountain’s height | 

Where fcenes of fairer afpefl rife, 

Elyfiaii groves, and azure fkies, 

IV, 

Nor, gentle Hope, forget to bring 
The Family of Youth and Spuing | 

The Hours that glide in fprightly round. 

The Mo u N T A I n-Ny m p h s with wild thyme crown'd ; 
Delight that dwells with raptur’d eye 
On fiream, or flower, or field or iky : 

And foremofi: in thy train advance 
The Loves and Joys in jovial dance; 

Norlafi: be Expectation feen. 

That wears a wreath of ever-green. 

V, 

Attended thus by Bei^eau’s ftreams. 

Oft half thou footh’d my waking dreams^ 

When, prone beneath an ofier fiiadc. 

At large my vacant limbs were laid; 

To thee and Fancy all refign'd. 

What vifions wander’d o’er my mind! 

Illufions dear, adieu I no more 
Shall I your fairy haunts explore ; 

For Hop E withholds her golden ray,^ 

And Fancy’s colours faint away. 

To Eden’s fhores, to Enon's groveSi^ 

Hefounding once with Delia’s loves. 

Adieu! that name {hall found no more 
O’ceEnon’s groves or Eden’s ihore: 


5 
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For Hope withholds her golden ray. 

And Fancy’s colours faint away* 

VL 

Life’s ocean flept,— the liquid gale 
Gently mov’d the waving fail. 

Fallacious Hope ! with flattering eye 
You fmil’d to fee the flrreamers fly. 

The Thunder burfts, the mad wind raves^ 
From Slumber wake the ’frighted wav es i 
You faw me, fled me thus diftrefl. 

And tore your anchor from my breafl:. 

VIL 

Yet come, fair fugitive, again ! 

I love thee ftill, though falfe and vain. 
Forgive me, gentle Hope, and tell 
Where, far from me, you deign to dwelU 
To foothe Ambition’s wild defires | 

To feed the lover’s eager fires ; 

To fwell the mifer's mouldy llore; 

To gild the dreaming chymifl’s ore ; 

Are thefe thy cares ? or more humane ? 

To loofe the war-worn captive’s chain. 
And bring before his languid fight 
The charms of liberty and light; 

The tears of drooping Grief to dry; 

And hold thy glafs to Sorrow’s eye^ 

VIII. 

Or do’fl: thou more delight to dwell 
With Silence in the hermit's cell? 


1 
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To teach Demotion’s flame to rife. 

And wing her refpers to the ikies ; 

To urge, with ftiU returning care. 

The holy \ iolence of prayer; 

In rapt'rous vifions to difplay 
The realms of everlaftmg day. 

And fnatch from Time the golden key. 
That opens all Eternity ? 

IX. 

Perchance, on fome unpeopled flrand, 
Whofe rocks the raging tide withftand, 

Thy foothmg fmile, in defarts drear, 

A lonely mariner may chear. 

Who bravely holds his feeble breath. 
Attack’d by Famine, Pain and Death, 
With thee, he bears each tedious day 
Along the dreary beach to ftray : 

W^hence their v\ ide way his toil’d eyes flrain 
O'er the blue bofom of the mam ; 

And meet, where diilant furges rave, 

A w^hite fail in each foaming wa\ e. 

X. 

Doom'd from each native joy to part. 

Each dear conne^flion of the heart. 

You the poor exile’s fteps attend. 

The only undefertmg friend. 

You wing the flow-declining year; 

You dry the folitary tear; 

And oft, with pious guile, reflorc 
Thofe feenes he mull behold no more. 
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O moll ador’d of earth or Ikies ! 

To thee ten thoufand temples rife^ 

By age retain’d, by youth carell. 

The fame dear idol of the breall. 

Depriv’d of thee, the wretch were poof, 
That rolls in heaps of Lydian ore : 

With thee the fimple hind is gay, 

Whofe toil fupports the palling day^, 

XIL 

The rofe-lip’d Loves that, round their queen^ 
Dance o’er Cyth era’s fmiling green, 

Thy aid implore, thy powei difplay 
In many a fweetly-warbled lay. 

For ever in thy facred Ihrine, 

Their unextinguilh’d torches Ihine^ 

Idalian flowers their fweets diifufe. 

And myrtles fhed their balmy dews. 

Ah 5 ftill propitious, may’ll thou deign 
To foothe an anxious lover’s pam ! 

By thee deferred, well I know, 

His heart would feel no common woe^ 

His gentle prayer propitious hear. 

And flop the frequent-falling tear. 

XIIL 

For me, fair Hope, if once again 
Perchance, to fmile on me you deign. 

Be fuch your fweetly-rural air. 

And fuch a graceful vifage wear. 


As 
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As when, with Tritth and young Desire, 
You wak’d the lord of Hagley's lyre; 

And painted to her Poet’s mind. 

The charms of Lucy, fair and kind. 

XIV. 

But ah^ too early lofl! then go. 

Vain Hope, thou harbinger of woe. 

no; that thought diftrafls my heart: 

Indulge me, Hope, we mull not part 
Direifl the future as you pleafe; 

But give me, give me prefent cafe. 

XV. 

Sun of the foul ! whofe chearfu! ray 
Darts o’er this gloom of lifea fmile; 

Sweet Hope, yet further gild my way. 

Yet light my weary fteps awhile. 

Till thy fair lamp difTolve m endlefs day. 


VoL. LXXI, 
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GENIUS AND VALOUR 
A PASTORAL POEM. 

WRITTEN IN HONOUR OF A SISTER KINGDOM^ 

1763. 

Amyntor, Chorus or ShefherdSo 

Tweed's fair plains m liberal beauty 

And Flora laughs beneath a lucid iky ; 

Long winding vales where cryllal waters Ia\e^ 

Where blythe birds warble, and where green woods 
v/ave, 

A bright-haii d fhepheid, in young beauty's bloomy 
Tun'd his fweet pipe behind the yellow broom. 

Free to the gale his waving ringlets lay. 

And his blue eyes diffus’d an azure day. 

Light o’er his limbs a carelefs robe he flung ; 

Health rais’d his heait, and ftrength his firm nerves ftrung, 
His name plains poetic charms infpir'd. 

Wild fcenes, where ancient Famy oft retir'd ! 

Oft led her faeries to the Shepherd's lay. 

By Yarrow’s banks, or groves of Endermav% 

Nor only his thofe images that rife 
Fair to the glance of Fancy's plaftic eyes ; 

His Country’s love his patriot foul poffefs’d. 

His Country’s honour fir’d his filial breafi. 

Her lofty genius, piercing, bright, and bold. 

Her valour witnefs’d by the woild of old. 
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Witnefs’d once more by recent heaps of flam 
On Canada’s \^ild hills, and Minden’s plain. 

To founds fubhmei wak’d his paftoral reed — *— 

Peace, Mountain-Echoes ^ v» hile the ilrains proceed* 
Amyntor. 

No moie of Tiviot, nor the flowery braes, 

Wheie the blythe Shepherd tunes his hghtfome Ia}s; 

No more of Lead er"s faery-haunted Ihore, 

Of Athol s Lawns, andGLEDswooD-Banks no more* 
Unheeded finile my Countr) ’s native charms, 

Lofl in the glory of her arts and arms. 

Thefe, Shepherds, thefe demand fublimer Arams 
Than Cl YD e*s clear fountains, or than Athol’s plains. 
Chorus of Shepherds. 

Shepherd, to thee fublimer lays belong. 

The force di\ine of Soul-commanding fong. 

Thefe humble Reeds ha\ e little learnt to play, 

Sa\e the light aiis that chear the paftoral day. 

Of the clear fountain, and the fruitful plain 
We fmg, as Fancy guides the Ample ftrain. 

If then thy Country’s facred fame demand 
The high-ton ’d muflc of a happier hand— *- 
Shepherd, to thee fublimer lays belong. 

The force divine of Soul-commanding fong. 
Amyntor, 

In fpite of Fadion s blind, unmanner’d rage. 

Of various fortune and deflrudive age. 

Fair Scotland’s honours yet unchang’d are feen. 

Her palms Hill blooming, and her laurels green, 

K z Freed 
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Freed from the confines of her Gothic grave. 

When her fiifl light leviving Science gave. 

Alike o’er Britain fhone the liberal ray, 

Froni^ Enswith’s mountains to the banks of Tay« 
For James f the Mufes tun’d their fportive lays, 
And bound the Monarches biow with Ch au c er’s bays. 
Arch Humour fmird to hear his mimic flrain. 

And plaufive Laughter thrill’d through every vein. 

When Tafle and Genius form the Royal Mmd, 

The favour’d arts a happier era find. 

By James belov’d the Mufes tun d their lyres 
I o nobler firains, and bieadi’d diviner fires. 

But the dark mantle of involvino- Time 

O 

Has veil’d their beauties, and obfeur’d their rhyme. 

Yet fill! fome plealing monuments remain. 

Some marks of genius in each later reign. 

In nervous drains Dunbar’s bold mufic Hows, 

And Time yet fpares the Thtjlle and the Ro/e 
O, while his courfe the hoary warrior deers 
Through the long range of life-difiblving years. 
Through all the evils of each changeful age. 

Hate, Envy, Fadion, Jealoufy, and Rage, 

Ne’er may his Scythe thefe facred plants divide, 

Thefe plants by Heaven m native union tied ! 

A chain of mountains near Folkftone in Kent 
James the Firft, King of Scotland, Authoi of the famous old 
fong, entitled Chrtji^s Kirk on the Green, 

A poem, fo called, written in honour of Margaret, daughter of 
Henry VII on her marriage to James IV. King of Scots. By 
Mr. William Duntar, 
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Still may the flower its focial fweets difclofe. 

The hardy Thiftle RiU defend the Rofe I 

Hail happy days! appeased by Margaret s charms. 
When rival VauLour fheath’d his fatal aims. 

When kindred realms unnatural war fupprefl. 

Nor aim’d their arrows at a filler ’s breafl. 

Kind to the Mufe is Quiet’s genial day ; 

Her oil! e loves the foliage of the bay. 

With bold Dunbar arofe a numerous choir. 

Of n\ ai balds that ilrung the Do7ian lyre. 

In gentle Henryson’s* unlabour’d flrain 
Sweet Arethusa’s fliepherd breath’d again : 

Nor fliall your tuneful vifions be forgot. 

Sage Bellentyne f, and fancy-painting Scott 
But, O my Country ! how fliall Memory trace 
Thy bleeding anguifh, and thy dire difgrace I 
Weep o’er the ruins of thy blafted bays. 

Thy glories loft in either Charles's days^ 

When through thy fields deftruflive Rapine fpread. 
Nor fparing infant’s tears, nor hoary head. 

In thofe dread days the unprotected fwain 
Mourn’d on the mountains o’er his wafted plain. 

Nor longer vocal with the Shepherd’s lay 
Were Yarrow’s banks, or groves of End er may. 

* Mr. Robert Henrjfon, an ingenious paftoral poet 
+ Mr. John Bellentyne, Archdean of Murray, Author of a 
beautiful allegorical poem, entitled, Virtue and Vice. 

f Mr Archibald Scott, m the year 1524, tianflated the Villon, a 
poem, faid to have been wntten in the year 1360. He was Author 
of the Eagle and the Redbreaft alfo, and feveral other pieces written 
with uncommon elegance for their day. 

KS 
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Chorus of Shepherds, 

Amyntor, ceafe 1 the painful fcene forbear 
Nor the fond breaft of filial duty tear. 

Yet in our eyes our father’s forrows flow. 

Yet in our bofoms li\es their lafting woe. 

At e\e returning from their fcanty fold. 

When the long fufferings of their fires they told. 

Oft have we figh’d the piteous tale to hear. 

And infant wonder dropt the mimic tear. 

Amyntor, 

Shepherds, no longer need your forrows flow. 

Nor pious duty cheriih endlefs woe. 

Yet fhould Re??iemh} mice, led by filial Love, 

Through the dark vale of old AfHidions rove. 

The mournful (hades of forrows pafi; exploie. 

And think of miferies that are no more ; 

Let thofe fad fcenes that alk the duteous tear. 

The kind return of happier days endear. 

Hail, Anna, haill O may each mufe divine 
With wreaths eternal grace thy holy (lirine ’ 

Graved on thy tomb this facred verfe remain. 

This verfe more fweet than Conquefi’s founding drain® 
She bade the rage of hodile nations ceafe. 

The glorious arbitrefs of Europe’s peace. 

She, through whofe bofom roll'd the vital tide 
Of Britain’s Monarchs in one dream allied. 

Clos’d the long jealoufies of different fway. 

And faw united Sider-Realms obey. 

Aufpicious days I when Tyranny no more 
Rais’d his red arm, nor drench’d his darts in gore. 
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V7heii3 long an Exile from his native plain^ 

Safe to Ills fold retuiii’d the weary fwain. 

Pveturn'd, and, many a pamful fummer pad. 

Beheld the gioen bench by his door at lad, 

Aufpicioub days ^ when Scots, no more oppred. 

On their fiee mountains bai d the fearlefs bread. 

With pleafure faw their Bocks unbounded feed. 

And tunM to diains of ancient joy the reed. 

Then, Shepheids, did your wondering fires behold 
A form divine, whofe vedure flam’d with gold ; 

His ladiant eyes a darry ludre died. 

And folar glories beam’d around Ins head. 

Like that diange power by fabling poets feign’d. 
From Ead to Wed his mighty arms he drain’d, 

A rooted olive in one hand he bore. 

In one a globe, infcnb’d with fea and {Lore. 

From Thames’s banks to Tweed, to Tay he came 
Wealth m his rear, and Commerce was his name. 

Glad Industry the glorious dranger hails, 

Reais the tall mads, and fpreads the dwelling fails ; 
Regions remote with adive hope explores. 

Wild Zembla’s hills, and Afric^s butning fiiores. 

But chief, Columbus, of thy various coad. 

Child of t/:^e Umo?!, Commerce bears his boad- 
To feek thy new-found worlds, the vent’rous fw^ain. 
His lafs forfaking, left the lowland plain. 

Afide his crook, his idle pipe he threw. 

And bade to Mufic, and to Love adieu. 

Hence, Gl asgow fair, thy weakh-diFufing hand. 
Thy grov es of yeiTels, and thy crowded ftrand. 

K + 
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Hence, round his folds the moorland Shepherd fpiet 
New focial towns, and happy hamlets rife. 

But me not fplendor, nor the hopes of gain 
Should ever tempt to quit the peaceful plain. 

Shall I, poffefl: of all that life requires. 

With tutor’d hopes, and limited defires, 

Change thefe fweet fields, thefe native fcenes of eafc. 
For climes uncertain, and uncertain feas ? 

Nor yet, fair Commerce, do I thee difdain. 
Though Guilt and Death and Riot fwell thy train. 
Cheat’d by the influence of thy gladdening ray. 

The liberal arts fublimer works effay. 

Genius for thee relumes his facred fires. 

And Science nearer to her heaven afpires. 

The fanguine eye of Tyranny long clos'd. 

By Commerce fofter’d, and m Peace repos’d. 

No more her miferies when my Country mourn’d. 
With brighter flames her glowing genius biirn’d. 
Soon wandering fearlefs many a mufe was feen 
O’er the dun mountain, and the wild wood green* 
Soon, to the waiblings of the pafloral reed. 

Started fweet Echo from the fhores of Tweed. 

O favour’d fiream I where thy fair current flows. 
The child of nature, gentle Thomson rofe. 

Young as he wander’d on thy flowery fide. 

With Ample joy to fee thy bright waves glide. 
Thither, in all their native charms array’d. 

From climes remote the fifier Seasons firay’d* 

Long each in beauty boafied to excel, 

(For jealoufi.es in fiftcr-bofoms dwell) 
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But now, delighted with the liberal bo^. 

Like Heaven’s fair rivals m the groves of Troy, 
Yield to an humble fvvam their high debate. 

And from his voice the palm of beauty wait. 

Her naked charms, like Venus, to difclofe. 
Spring from her bofom threw the Ihadowing rofe ; 
Bar’d the pure fnow that feeds the lover’s fire. 

The breafl: that thrills with exquilite defire; 

Aflum’d the tender fmile, the melting eye, 

The breath fa<voniani and the yielding figh. 

One beauteous hand a wilding’s blofTom grac’d. 

And one fell carelefs o’er her zonelefs waifi:. 

Majeflic Summer, in gay pride adorn’d. 

Her rival filler’s fimple beauty icorn’d. 

With purple wreaths her lofty brows were bound. 
With glowing fiowers her rifing bofom crown’d. 

In her gay zone, by artful Fancy fram’d. 

The bright Rofe blufh'd, the full Carnation flam’d* 
Her cheeks the glow of fplendid clouds difplay. 

And her eyes flafh infufFerable day. 

With milder air the gentle Autumn came. 

But feem’d to languifh at her Sifter’s fame. 

Yet, confcious of her boundlefs wealth, ftie bore 
On high the emblems of her golden ftore. 

Yet could Ihe boaft the plenty-pouring hand, 

*1 he liberal fmile, benevolent and bland. 

Nor might ftie fear in beauty to excell. 

From wliofe fair head fuch golden trefifes fell ; 

Nor might fhe envy Summer’s flowery zone. 

In whofe fweet eye the ftar of evening fhone. 
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Next, the pale Pouei^ thtt Mots tbe golden Ity, 
Wreath'd her gum brow^s, and roll’d hei llormy e}e; 

BeliDlc^/ flac cried 3 -with t Oxcc that (liook the ground, 
(The Bari, the Sideis trembled at the found) 

Ye admirers of a grape, or rofe. 

Behold my lid m. gniiicence of fnows ^ 

See my I een Frofl her glalTy bofom baie ^ 

Mock the faint fun, and bind the fluid air! 

Nature to you may lend a pamted hour. 

With you may fpoit, when I fufpend ray power. 

But you and Nature, who that power obey. 

Shall owm my beauty, or fhall dread my fwayi^ 

She fpoke : the Bard, wliofe gentle heart ne’er gave 
One pain or trouble that he knew to fat e, 

No favour’d nymph extols with paitial lays. 

But gives to each her pi<Ture for her praife. 

Mute lies his lyre in death’s unchearful gloom. 

And Tfuth and Genms weep at Thomson's tomb. 

Yet ftill the mufe’s living founds pervade 
Hei ancient feenes of Caledoman fhade. 

Still nature liflens to the tuneful lay. 

On Kilda’s mountains and in Endermat. 

Th’ ethereal brilliance of poetic fire. 

The mighty hand that fmites the founding lyre, 
Stiains that on fancy’s ftrongefi: pinion rife. 
Conceptions vafl, and thoughts that grafp the flaes. 

To the rapt youth that mus’d oh^Shakespear’s grave. 
To Ogilvie the mufe of Pindar gave. 

* See Mr. Ogilvi«’s Ode to the Genius of Shakerpear.^ 

* Time, 
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^ Time> as he fung, a moment ceas’d to 
And lazy f Sleep unfolded half his eye. 

O wake, fweet Bard, the Theban lyre again ; 

With ancient ^aloui fvvell the founding Hrain. 

Hail the high tiophies by th"' country won. 

The wreaths that fiourifh for each vahant fon. 

W'hile Hardyknute frowns red \\ithNoRn ay’s gore. 
Paint her pale matrons ^ eeping on the fhore. 

Hark ^ the green Clarion pouring foods of breath 
Volominoufly loud ; high fcorn of death 
Each gallant fpirit elates ; fee Rothfay s thane 
With arm of mountain oak his £rm bow ilrain ! 

Hark ! the bring tvvangs — the whizzing ariow dies ; 
The fierce Norse falls — indignant falls — and dies. 

O'er the dear urn, where glorious 5* Wall ace ileeps. 
True Valour bleeds, and patriot Virtue weeps. 

Son of the Lyre, ^hat high ennoj^.ng brain. 

What meed from thee fliall geneious Wallace gain ? 
Who greatly fcorning an Ufuiper’s pride. 

Bar’d his brave breab for liberty, and died. 

Eoab, Scotland, boab thy Tons of mighty name^ 
Thine ancient chiefs of high heroic fame. 

Souls that to death their Country's foes oppos’d. 

And life in freedom, glorious freedom clos’d. 

Ode to Time. Ibid, 
f Ode to Sleep Ibid. 

J Wiliiaci Wallace, who after bravely defending hib country 
againft the arms of Edward L was executed as a Rebel, tliough he 
had taken no oath of allegiance. 
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Where^ yet bewaiEd, Argyle’s * warm allies lie, 
Let Mufic breathe her moH perfuafive figh. 

To him, what Heaven to man could give, it gai e. 
Wife, generous, honeft, eloquent and brave. 

Gemus and Valour for Argyle (hall mourn. 

And his own laurels flounlh round his uin. 

O, may they bloom beneath a favoring fLy, 

And in their fhade Repoach and die ! 

Archibald, the third Duke of Argjle, died Apnl 15, 1761 


THE 
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THE VISIONS OF FANCY. 

In four elegies, 176s 

La Raifon fgait que cejt un Songe, 

Man elle e7i Jmfit les douceurs : 

Elle a hejom de ces fantovieSi 

Trejqpe tovs les Rlatjirs des Hommes 

Ne Joni qne de deuces Erreurs. Gresest, 

ELEGY L 

/CHILDREN of Fancy, whither are ye fled ? 

Where have youborne thofe Hope-enhven’d Houri, 
That once with m}rtle garlands bound my head. 

That once beflrew’d my vernal path with flowers ? 
In yon fair v ale, where blooms the beechen grove, 
Wheie winds the flow wa\e thio’ the flowery plain. 
To thefe fond arms you led the Tyrant, Love, 

With Fear and Hope and Folly in his train. 

My lyre, that, left at carelefs diftance, hung 
Light on fome pale branch of the ofier fnade. 

To la)s of amorous blandilhment you flrung. 

And o’er my fleep the lulling mufle play’d. 

Refl, gentle youth ! while on the quivering breeze 
Slides to thine ear this fofdy breathing Hrain ; 
Sounds that move fmoother than the fleps of eafe. 
And pour oblivion in the ear of pam. 

In this fair vale eternal fprmg fhall fmile. 

And Time unenvious crown each rofeate hour ; 
Eternal joy fhall every care beguile. 

Breathe in each gale, and bloom in cveiy flower. 

« Thi4 



H4- LANGHORNE'S POEMS, 

This fiiver Hream, that down its cryilal way 
Fiequent has led thy niufing ftcps along. 

Shall, ftili the fame, m funny mazes play. 

And with It’s murmurs melodife thy fong« 
Unfading green lhall thefe fair groves adorn ; 

Thofe living meads immortal flowers unfold; 

In rofy fmiles fliall rife each bluflhing morn. 

And eveiy evening clofe in clouds of gold. 

The tender Loves that w^atch thy flumbenng rell. 
And round thee flowers and balmy myrtles llretv. 
Shall charm, thio* all approaching life, thy breaft, 
te With Joys for evei pure, for ever new\ 

The genial power that fpeeds the golden dart. 

Each charm of tender paflion fhall infpire ; 

With fond aifeftlon fill the mutual heart. 

And feed the flame of ever-young Desire. 

Come gentle Loves ! your myrtle garlands bring; 
The fmiling bower with cluHer’d rofes fpread; 

“ Come gentle Airs ! with incenfe-dropping wung 
The breathing fweets of vernal odour flied. 

Hark, as the Hrains of fwelling muflc rife. 

How the notes vibrate on the favTing gale ? 
Aufpicious glories beam along the Ikies, 

And powers unfeen the happy moments hail! 
Extatic hours I fo every diftant day 
“ Like this ferene on downy wings fhall move ; 
Rife crown'd with joys that triumph o'er decay. 
The faithful joys of Fancy and of Love." 

ELEGY 
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A n D "v^ere they vain, thofe foothmg lays ye fung ? 

Chiidien of Fancy ^ yes, your fong was vam ; 
On each fuft air though rapt Att ention hung. 

And Silence liden d on the jflecping plamo 
The Hrams yet vibiate on my raMfht ear. 

And Hill to fmde the mimic beauties feem, 

Though now the \ifionary fcenes appear 
Like the faint traces of a vanifht dream. 

Mirror of life ^ the glories thus depart 

Of all that Youth and Love and Fancy frame. 
When painful Anguish fpeeds the pieicing dart. 

Or Envy blafls the blooming €ov^ers of Fame. 
Nurfe of wild wifhes, and of fond delires. 

The prophetefs of Fortune, falfe and vain. 

To fcenes vhere Pe \ ce in Ruin’s arms evpiies 
Fallacious Hop e deludes her haplefs tiain. 

Go, Syren, go thy charms on others tiy; 

My beaten bark at length has reach'd the fliore ; 

Yet on the rock my dropping garments lie ; 

And let me perifii, if I trull thee more. 

Come gentle Quiet ^ long-negle^led maidf 
O come, and lead me to thy molly^ cell ; 

There unregarded in the peaceful fliade. 

With calm Repose and Silence let me dwell. 
Come happier hours of fweet unanxious red. 

When ail the fliugghng paflions fhall fubfide ; 

When Peace fhall clafp me to her plumy bread. 

And fmoothe my filent minutes as they glide. 

But 
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But chief, thou goddefs cf the thoughtlcfs eye, 

Whom ne^^er cares or paffions difcompofe, 

O bleft Insensibility be nigh. 

And With thy foothing hand my weary eyelids clofc. 

Then fhall the cares of love and glory ceafe, 

And all the fond anxieties of fame ; 

Alike regardlefs in the arms of Peace, 

If thefe extol, or thofe debafe a name. 

In Lyttelton though all the mufes praife. 

His generous praife (hall then delight no more, 

Noi the fweet magick of his tender lays 

Shall touch the bofom which it charm’d before. 

Nor then, though Malice, with infidious guife 
Of fnendlhip, ope the unfufpeding bread ; 

Nor then, though Envy broach her blackening lies. 
Shall thefe deprive me of a moment’s red. 

O date to be defir’d I when hodile rage 
Prevails in human more than favage haunts ; 

When man with man eternal war will wage. 

And never yield that mercy which he wants* 

When dark Design invades the chearful hour. 

And draws the heart with focial freedom warm, 

It’s cares, it’s wiflies, and it’s thoughts to pour. 
Smiling inddious with the hopes of harm* 

Vain man, to other’s failings dill fevere. 

Yet not one foible in himfelf can find ; 

Another’s faults to Folly’s eye are clear. 

But to her own e’en Wisdom’s felf is blind* 


Olct 
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O let me llill, from thefe low follies free. 

This fordid malice, and inglorious ftnfe, 

Mjfelf the fubjed of my cenfure be. 

And teach my heart to comment on my life^ 

With thee. Philosophy, ftill let me dwell. 

My tutor'd mind from vulgar meannefs fare | 

Bring Peace, bring Q^iet to my humble cells 
And bid them lay the green turf on my grave. 

ELEGY IIL 

BRIGHT o’er the green hills rofe the morning ray. 
The vood-lark's fong refounded on the plain , 

Fair Nature felt the warm embrace of day. 

And fold’d through all her animated leign. 

When young Delight, of Hope and Fancy boms 
His head on tufted wild thyme half-rechn'd. 

Caught the gay colours of the oiient morn. 

And thence of life this pidure vam defign’d, 

O born to thoughts, to pleafures more foblime 
Than beings of inferior nature prove 1 
To triumph in the golden hours of Time, 

“ And feel the charms of fancy and of love I 

High-favour’d man ! for him unfolding fair 
In orient light this native landfcape fmiJes; 

For him fweet Hope difarms the hand of care. 

Exalts his pleafures, and his grief beguiles. 
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“ Blows not a bloiTom on tlie breall of SprinGj 
B reathes not a gale along the bending mead. 

Trills not a fongHer of the foaring wing, 

‘‘ But fragrance, health and melody fucceed, 

O let me Itill withfimple Nature live. 

My lowly field-flowers on her altar lay. 

Enjoy the bleffings that fhe meant to give. 

And calmly wafte my inofFenfive day! 

No titled name, no envy-teafing dome. 

No glittering wealth my tutor’d wiflies crave; 

So Health and Peace be near my humble home, 

A cool flream muiraur, and a green tree wave. 

So may thefweet Euterpe not difdain 
At Eve’s challe hour her filver lyie to bring ; 

The mufe of pity wake her foothing ftrain. 

And tune to fympathy the trembling firings 

Thus glide the penfive moments, o’er the vale 
While floating fhades of dufky night defcend ; 

Not left untold the lover s tender tale. 

Nor unenjoy’d the heart-enlarging friend. 

To love and friendfhip flow the focial bowl! 

To attic wit and elegance of mind ; 

To all the native beauties of the foul. 

The Ample charms of truth, and fenfe refin’d! 

Then to explore whatever ancient fage 
Studious from nature’s early volume drew. 

To chafe fweet Fiction through her golden age. 
And mark how fair the fun-flower. Science, blew I 
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Haply to catch fome fpark of eaftein fire. 

He/pet tan fancy, or Aomafi eafe; 

Some melting note from Sappho’s tender lyre. 

Some 111 am that Love and Phoebus taught to 
pleafe. 

When wa\ es the grey light o^er the mountain’s head. 
Then let me meet the morn's firfi: beauteous ray ; 
Carelefsly wander from my fylpan Ihed, 

And catch the fweet breath of the nfing day. 

Nor feldom, loitring as I mufe along, 

'' Mark from what flower the breeze it’s fweethefs 
bore ; 

Or liflen to the labour- foothing fong 
Of bees that range the thymy uplands o'er. 

Slow let me climb the mountain's airy brow. 

The green height gam’d, in mufeful rapture lie, 
Sleep to the murmur of the woods below. 

Or look on Nature with a lover s eye. 

Delightful hours! O, thus forever flow; 

Led by fair Fancy round the varied year: 

So fliall my bread: with native raptures glow. 

Nor feel one pang from folly, pride, or fear. 

Firm be my heart to Nature and to Truth, 

Nor ^ ainly wander from their didates fage ; 

So Joy Ihall triumph on the brows of youth. 

So Hope Ihall fmoothe the dreary paths of age. 
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In radiant colouis Youth’s free hand pourtrays. 
Then holds the flattering tablet to his eye 5 
Noi thinls how foon the vernal grove decays. 

Nor fees the daik cloud gathering o’er the iky. 

Hence Fa^ncy conquer d by the dart of Pax 
And wandering far from her Plamzic fhade. 
Mourns o’er the ruins of her tranfient reign. 

Nor uni epining fees her viiions fade. 

Their parent banifh’d, hence her children By, 
Their fairy race that fill’d her feftive train ; 

|oy tears his wreath, and Hope inverts her eye. 
And Folly w^onders that her dream was vain. 


<4 
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A POEM, 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

Mr. HANDEL, 1760 

OPIRITS of mufic,- and yc powers of fong I 
^ That wak’d to painful melody the lyre 
Of young Jessides, when, in Sion’s vale 
He wept o’er bleeding friendfhip ; ye that mourn’d 
While freedom drooping o'er Euphrates’ ftream. 
Her penfive harp on the pale ofier hung, 

Begin once more the forrow-foothing lay* 

Ah ! where fhall now the Mufe fit numbers find ^ 
What accents pure to greet thy tuneful (hade, 

Sweet harmonifi: ^ ’twas thine, the tender fall 
Of pity’s plaintive lay ; for thee the ftream 
Of filver-winding mufic fweeter play’d. 

And purer flow’d for thee,— all filent now 
d Thofe airs that, breathing o’er the breaft of Th am es, 
Led amorous Echo down the long, long vale. 
Delighted : ftudious from thy fweeter ftrain 
To melodife her own ; when fancy-lorn. 

She mourns in Anguifh o’er the drooping breafi: 

Of young Narc I ss u s. From their amber urns, 

J Parting their green locks ftreaming in the fun, 

' died 14 April, I7<Q 
f The Watei-Mufic. 

$ Rorante% C«jnas a Fronte temont ad Aures, Ovid, Mtt. 

The 
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The Naiads rofe and fmird : nor fince the day. 

When lirll by mnfic, and by freedom led 
From Grecian Ac id al e 5 nor fiace the day. 

When lad: from Arno’s weeping fount they came. 

To finooth the ringlets of Sabrina’s hair. 

Heard they like minflrelfy — fountains and fhades 
Of Twit’nam, and of Windsor fam'd in foiig! 

Ye heights of Cl er mont, and ye bowers of Ham ^ 
That heard the fine ftrain vibrate through your groves. 
Ah! where \\ere then youi long-Iov'd Mufes fied. 
When Handel breath'd no more^ — and thou, fweet 
Queen, 

That nightly wrapt thy Milton's hallow'd ear 
In the foft ecftafies of Lydian airs ; 

* That fince attun'd to Handel's high- wound lyre 
The lay by thee fuggefted, could ’ii not thou 
Soothe with thy fweet fong the grimf fury’s bread ^ 

Cold-hearted Death ^ his wanly-glai ing eye 
Nor virtue’s finile attiads, nor fame's loud trump 
Can pierce his iron ear, for ever barr'd 
To gentle founds ; the golden voice of fong, 

That charms the gloomy partner of his birth. 

That foothes Defpair and Pain, he hears no more. 

Than rude winds, bluft’ring from the Cambrian cHds, 
The traveller's feeble lay. To court fair fame. 

To toil with flow deps up the dar-crown'd hill, 

^ L’ Allegro and Ii Penferofo, feC to Mufic hy Mr, HANJ>Et. 
t Sec Milton’s Lycidas. 

L 4 Where 
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Where faience^ leaning on her fculptur’d uin^ 

Looks confcious on the fecret-worlung hand 
Of Nature ^ on the wings of genius borne^ 

To foar above the beaten walks of life. 

Is, like the paintings of an evening cloud, 

Th’ amufement of an hour. Night, gloomy night 
Spreads her black wings, and all the vilion dies. 

Er e long, the heart, that heaves this figh to thee. 
Shall beat no more ^ ere long, on this fond lay 
Which mourns at Handel’s tomb, infulting Time 
S hall llrew his cankering ruft. Thy ftrain, perchance. 
Thy facred flrain lhall the hoar warrior fpare ; 

For founds like thine, at Nature’s early birth. 

Arous’d him fiumbenng on the dead profound 
Of dulky Chaos; by the golden harps 
Of choral angels fummon’d to his race s 
And founds like thine, when nature is no more,. 

Shall call him weary from the lengthen’d toils 
Of twice ten thoufand years, — O would his hand 
Yet fpare fome portion of this vital flame. 

The trembling Mufe that now faint effort makes 
On young and artlefs wing, Ihould bear thy praife 
Sublime, above the mortal bounds of earth. 

With heavenly fire relume her feeble ray. 

And, taught by Seraphs, frame her fong for thee. 

I FEEL, I feel the facred impulfe — hark ! 

Wali’d from according Lyres the fweet flrains flow 

In fymphony divine , from aii to air 

The trembling numbers fly: fvvift burffs away 

The 
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The flow of joy — now fwells the flight of praife* 
Springs the Ihrill trump aloft; the toiling chords 
Melodious labour through the flying maze ; 

And the deep bafe his flrong found lolls away, 
Majeflically fweet.-— -Yet, Handel, raife. 

Yet wake to higher ftrains thy facied lyre : 

The name of ages, the fupreme of things. 

The great Messiah afks it; He whofe hand 
Led into form yon everlafling Orbs, 

The harmony of nature — He whofe hand 
Stretch’d o’er the wilds of fpace this beauteous ball, 
Whofe fpirit breathes through all his fmiHng works 
Mufic and love-— yet Handel raife the fliain. 

Hark! what angelic founds, what voice divine 
Breathes through the raviflit air ^ my rapt ear feels 
The harmony of Heaven. Hail facred Choir I 
Immortal Spirits, hail ! If haply thofe 
That erft in favour'd Palestine proclaim’^d 
Glory and peace : her angel-haunted groves. 

Her piny mountains, and her golden vales 
Re-echo’d peace— But, Oh^ fulpend the flrain-^ 
The fwelling joy's too much for mortal bounds! 
'’Tis tranfport even to pain* 

Yet, hark? what pleaflng founds invite mine ear 
So venerably fweet ^ 'Tis Sion’s lute* 

Behold her * hero I from his valiant brow 
Looks Judah’s lyon, on his tliigh thefword 


S 


Judas Maccabaus, 


Of 
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Of vanquifh’d Apollonius — The Ihrill trump 
Through Bethoron proclaims th’ approaching fight 
I fee the brave youth lead his little band. 

With toil and liungei faint; yet from his arm 
The rapid Syrian files. Thus Henry once. 

The Britifh Henry, with his way-worn troop. 
Subdu’d the pride of France — Now louder blows 
The martial clangor , lo Ni c a no r's boil * 

With threat ’ning turrets crown’d, flowdy advance 
The ponderous elephants— 

The blazing fun, from many a golden fliield 
Reflefled, gleams afar. Judean chief! 

How fhall thy force, thy little force fuftain 
The dreadful fhock ^ 

i The hero comes — ’Tis boundlefs mirth and fong 
And dance and triumph, every labouring filing. 

And voice, and breathing fbell in concert firam 
To fwell the raptures of tumultuous joy. 

O mafter of the pafiions and the foul. 

Seraphic Handel ^ how (hall words defcribe 
Thy mufic’s countlefs graces, namelefs powers! 

When J he of Gaza, blind, and funk in chains^ 

Ou female treachery looks greatly down. 

How the breafi: burns indignant! in thy firain. 

When fweet- voic’d piety refigns to heaven. 

Glows not each bofom wdth the fiame of virtue ? 

Chorus of youths, m Judas Maccabeus, 

J Sec the Oratorio of Samfon. 


O’er 
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O^er Jephth4.’s votive maid when the foftlute 
Sounds the flow fymphony of funeral grief. 

What youthful bread but melts with tender pity ? 
What parent bleeds not with a parent’s woe ? 

O, longer than this worth lay can live ! 

While fame and mufic footh the human ear! 

Be this thy praife : to lead the polifh’d mind 
To virtue’s nobleft heights,* to light the flame 
Of Britilh freedom, roufe the generous thoughts 
Refine the paffions, and exalt the foul 
To love, to heaven, to harmony and thee^ 
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THE ENLARGEMENT OF THE MIND. 
EPISTLE I. 

TO GENERAL CRAUFURD. 

WRITTEN AT BELVIDERE^ 

W H E R E is the man, who, prodigal of mind. 

In one wide wilh embraces human kind 
All pride of feds, all party zeal abo\ e, 

Whofe Pried: is Reafon, and whofe God is Love ; 

Fair Nature’s friend, a foe to fraud and art— « 
Where is the man, fo welcome to my heart ? 

The fightlefs herd fequacious, who purfue 
Dull Folly’s path, and do as others do, 

Who look with purblind prejudice and fcorn. 

On different feds, in different nations born. 

Let Us, my Cra.ufurd, with compaffion view. 

Pity their pride, but Ihun their error too. 

From Belvidere’s fair groves, and mountains green, 
Which Nature rais’d, rejoicing to be feen. 

Let Us, while raptur’d on her works we gaze. 

And the heart riots on luxurious praife, 

Th' expanded thought, the boundlefs wilh retain. 
And let not Nature moralize in vain. 

O facred Guide! preceptrefs more fublime 
Than fages boaHing o’qr the wrecks of time ! 

See 
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See on each page her beauteous volume bear 
The golden charaders of good and fair. 

All human knowledge (blufh collegiate piide!) 

Flows from her works, to none that reads denied. 

Shall the dull inmate of pedantic walls, 

On whofe old walk the funbeam feldom falls. 

Who knows of nature, and of man no more 

Than fils fome page of antiquated lore 

Shall he, in words and terms profoundly wife. 

The better knov/Iedge of the world defpiie. 

Think Wifdom center’d in a falfe degue^ 

And fcorn the fcholar of Humanity ? 

Something of men thefe fapient drones may know. 

Of men that liv'd two thoufand years ago. 

Such human mongers if the world e’er knew. 

As ancient veife, and ancient Rory drev/ ! 

If to one objedl, fyllem, fcene confin’d. 

The fure effed is narrownefs of mind. 

’Twas thus St. Robert, in his lonely wood, 
Forfook each focial duty— -to be good. 

Thus Hobbes on one dear iyfiem fix'd his eyes. 

And prov’d his nature wretched— to be wile. 

Each zealot thus, elate with ghofiJy pride. 

Adores his God, and hates the world befide. 

Though form’d with poivers to grafp this various ball^ 
Gods! to what meannefe may the fall? 


Powers 
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Powers that fhould fpread in Reason's orient ray. 

How are they darken’d, and debarred the day ! 

When late, where Tajo rolls his ancient tide. 
Receding clear the Mountain’s purple fide. 

Thy genius, Craufurd, Britain’s legions led. 

And Fear’s chill cloud forfook each brightning head. 
By nature brave, and generous as thou art. 

Say did not human follies vex thy heart ? 

Glow’d not thy bread indignant, when you faw 
The dome of Murder confecrate by Law ? 

Where fiends, commiffion’d with the legal rod. 

In pure devotion, burn the works of God. 

O change me, powers of Nature, if ye can. 
Transform me, make me any thing but man. 

Yet why ^ This heart all human kind forgives. 

While G I L L M A N loves me, and while Craufurd lives. 
Is Nature, all benevolent, to blame. 

That half her offspring are their mother’s fhame ? 

Did Ihe ordain o’er this fair fcene of things 
The cruelty of Piiefts, or pride of Kings ? 

Though worlds he murder’d for their wealth or fame. 
Is Nature all-benevolent to blame ? 

Yet furely once, my friend, fhe feem’d to err; 
For W — ch — t was”— He was not made by her. 
Sure, form’d of clay that Nature held in fcorn. 

By fiends conftrudled, and in darknefs born, 

Rofe the low wretch, who, defpicably vile. 

Would fell his Country for a Courtier s fmile j 


Would 
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Would give up all to truth or freedom dear. 

To dine with ** or fomc ideot peer, 

Whofe mean malevolence, in dark difguife 
The man that never injur'd him belies, 

Whofe adlions bad and good two motives guide. 

The Serpent’s malice, and the Coxcomb’s pride. 

Is there a wretch fo mean, fo bafe, fo low ? ” 

I know there is — afk W — ch — t if he know. 

O that the world were emptied of it’s flaves ^ 

That all the fools were gone, and all the knaves! 

Then might we, Craufurd, with delight embrace. 

In boundlefs love, the reft of human race. 

But let not knaves mifanthropy cieate. 

Nor feed the gall of univerfai hate. 

Wherever Genius, Truth, and Virtue dwell, 

Polifh’d in courts, or ftmple in a cell. 

All views of countrv, fed:s, and creeds apart, 

Thefe, thefe I love, and hold them to my heart. 

Vam of our beauteous ille, and juftly vain. 

For freedom here, and health, and plenty reign, 

We different lots contemptuoufly compare. 

And boaft, like children, of a Fav’rite’s fhare. 

Yet though each vale a deeper verdure yields 
Than Arno’s banks, or Andalufia’s fields. 

Though many a tree crown’d mountain teems with ore. 
Though flocks innumerous whiten every fhore. 

Why fhould we, thus wdth nature’s w^ealth elate. 

Behold her diferent families witli hate? 


Look 
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Look on her woiks — on every page you’ll find 
Infcrib’d the doctrine of the focial mindc 

See countlefs worlds of infefl being fhare 
Th’ unenvied regions of the liberal air ! 

In the fame grove what mufic void of ftrife ! 

Heirs of one flream what tribes of fcaly life ! 

See Earth, and Air, and Fire, and Flood combine 
Of general good to aid the great defign ! 

Where Ancon drags o’er Lincoln’s lurid plain. 
Like a flow fnalce, his dirty-wmding train. 

Where fogs eternal blot the face of day. 

And the loft Eitterxi moans his gloomy way ; 

As well we might, for unpropitious Ikies, 

The blamelefs native with his clime defpife. 

As him who ftill the poorer lot partakes 
Of Biscay’s mountains, or Batavia’s lakes. 

Yet look once more on Nature’s various plan ! 
Behold, and love her nobleft creature man! 

She, ne\ er partial, on each various zone, 

Beftow’d fome portion, to the reft unknown. 

By mutual intereft meaning thence to bind 
In one vaft chain the commerce of mankind. 

Behold, ye vain difturbers of an hour! 

Ye Dupes of Fadion^ and ye Tools of Power! 
Poor rioters on Life’s contraded ftage! 

Behold, and iofeyour littlenefs of rage ! 

Throw Envy, Folly, Piejudice, behind! 

And yield to Truth the empire of the mind. 
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Immortal Truth ^ O from thy radiant Ihrine, 
Wlieie Light created firft effay’d to fhine ; 

Wheie cluft’nng Stars eternal beams difplay. 

And Gems ethereal drink the golden day; 

To chafe this moral, clear this fenfual night, 

0 fhed one ray of th}^ celellial light ^ 

Teach us, while wandering through this \ ale beIo\i 
We know but little, that we little know. 

One beam to mole-e}' Prejudice convey. 

Let Pride perceive one mortifying ray ; 

1 hy glafs to Fools, to Infidels apply. 

And all the dimnefs of the mental eye^ 

Plac'd on this fliore of Time’s far-flretcing bourn. 
With leaie to look at Nature and return; 

While vave on wave impels the human tide. 

And ages fmk, forgotten as they glide, 

Can Life s Diort duties better be difcharg'd. 

Than w hen v e leave it with a mind enlarg’d ? 

Judg’d not the old Philofophcr aright. 

When thus he preach’d, his pupils in his fight ? 

It matters not, my friends, how low OT high. 

Your little walk of tranfient hfe may lie j 
Soon will the reign of Hope and Fear be o’er. 

And warring pafiions militate no more : 

And truft me, he who, having once fur\ ey’d 
The good and fair which Nature's wifdom made^ 

The fooneft to his former fiate retires. 

And feels the peace of fatisfied defires, 

VoL, LXXL M Let 
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(Let others deem more wifely if they can) 

I look on him to be the happiell man.” 

So thought the facred Sage, in whom I trufl^ 
Becaufe I feel his fentiments are juft. 

""rwas not in Luftrums of long counted years 
That fweird th’ alternate reign of hopes and fears | 
Not in the fplendid feenes of pain and ftnfe, 

That Wifdom plac'd the dignity of life 5 
To fludy Natuie w'as the talk defign’d, 

And learn fiom her th' enlargement of the mind, 
Learn from her works whatever Truth admires^ 
And fleep in Death with fatisfied defires. 
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THE ENLARGEMENT OF THE MIND. 

E P I S T I E II. 

TO WILLIAM LANGHORNE, M. A. 
1760. 

L ight heard his voice, and, eager to 
obey, 

Fiom all her orient fountains burll away* 

At Nature’s birth, O ! had the powder divine 
Commanded thus the moral fun to (hme. 

Beam’d on the mind all reafon’s influence bright, 

A.nd the full day of imcUeHual light. 

Then the free foul, on Tfhtjfv? ftrong pinion born. 
Kid never languilli’d intbixihade forlorn. 

Yet thus imperfe£l: form’d, thus blindVnd vam. 
Doom’d by long toil a ^ f ,truth to gain • 

Beyond its fpiere fliall human wifdom^go. 

And boldly/cenfure \yhat it cannot know ^ 

’Tis oui’s tb^ehe^-i^ w!^at'Heav’;i;^ dmgn’d to give. 

And thankful for the giff of Being live^: 

Progrelflve powers, and faculties that rife 
From earth’s low vale, to gralp the golden ikies. 
Though diflant far from perfed, good, or fair. 

Claim the due thought, and aik the grateful care. 

Come, then, thou partner of my life and name. 
From one dear fource, whom Nature form’d the fame, 
M 2 AHy’d 
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Ally’d more nearly in each nobler part. 

And more the friend, than brother, of my heart ! 
Let ns, unlihe the lucid twins that rife 
At diffeient times, and Ihme in diftant fkies. 

With mutual eye this mental world furvey, 

Mark the flow nfe of intelledual day,' 

View reafon’s fource, if man the fource may find^ 
And trace each Science that exalts the mind^ 

Thou felf-appointed Lord of all below! 
Ambitious man, how little doll thou know? 

Foi once let Fancy s towering thoughts fubflde ; 
Look on thy birth, and mortify thy pride! 

A plaintive wretch, fo blind, fo helplefs born. 
The brute fagacjous might behold with fcorn. 
Hov/ foon, when Nature gives him to the day. 
In ftrength exulting, does he bound away ! 
tftf By inflind led, the foflering teat he finds. 

Sports in the ray, and fhuns the fearching winds^ 
No grief he knows, he feels no grouiidiefs fear. 
Feeds without cries, and fleeps without a tear. 
Did he but know to reafon and compare. 

See here the vaflal, and the mailer there. 

What flrange reflexions mull the fcene afford, 
Thatfliew’d theweaknefs of his puling Lord!'* 

Thus fophillry unfolds her fpecious plan. 
Form'd not to humble, but depreciate man, 
Unjufl: the cenfure, if unjull to rate 
His pow’rs and merits from his infant-llate. 


« For 
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For, grant the children of the flow’ry vale 
By inllincl wifer, and of limbs more hale. 

With equal eye their perfed flate explore. 

And all the vain comparifon’s no more. 

But why fhould life, fo fhortby Heav’n ordain’d^ 
Be long to thoughtlefs infancy retrain'd — • 

To thoughtlefs infancy, or vainly fage. 

Mourn throughthe languors of decliningage? 

O blind to truth! to Nature’s wifdom blind J 
And all that fhe diiedis, or Heav n delign’d ! 

Behold her works in cities* plains, and groves. 

All life that vegetates, and life that moves! 

In due proportion, as each being flays 
In perfed life, it rifes and decays. 

Is man long helplefs ^ Through each tender hour. 

See love parental watch the blooming flow’r I 
By op’ning charms, by beauties frefh difplay’d. 

And fweets unfolding fee that love repaid ! 

Has age its pains ? For luxury it may — 

The template wear infenflbly away. 

While fage experience, and refiedion clear 
Beam a gay funfhine on life's fading year* 

But fee from age, from infant weaknefs fee. 

That man was deflin’d for fociety ; 

There from thofe ills a fafe retreat behold. 

Which young might vanquifh, or afflicl him ald^ 

M 3 That 
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That, in proportion as each Being {lays 
In perfe6l life, it rifcs and decays— 

Is Nature s law— to forms alone confin’d. 

The lay s of matter adf not on the Mind. 

Too feebly, fare, its faculties mull grow. 

And reafon brings her borrow’d light too ilowf 

O! fizll cenforious ^ art thou then poffefs’d 
Of Reafon’s power, and does Ihe rule thy breaft? 
Say what the ufe— had Providence affign’d 
To infant years maturity of mind ^ 

That thy pert offspring, as their father wife. 
Might fcorn thy precepts, and thy pow’r defpife ? 
Or mourn, with ill-match’d faculties at llrife. 
O’er limbs unequal to the talk of life? 

To feel more feniibly the woes that wait 
On every period, as on every Hate 5 
And flight, fad convids of each painful truth. 
The happier trifles of unthinking youth ? 

Conclude we then the progrefs of the mind 
Ordain’d by wifdom infinitely kind : 

No innate knowledge on the foul impreH, 

No birthright inllind ading m the breaH, 

No natal light, no beams from Heav’n difplay’d, 
Dart through the darknefs of the mental lhade. 
Perceptive powers we hold from Heaven’s decree. 
Alike to knowledge as to virtue fiee. 

In both a liberal agency w^e bear. 

The momDx^t^s the mtelleBml there; 
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And hence in both an equal joy is known. 

The confcious pleafure of an ad our own* 

When iiril the trembling eye receives the day^, 
External forms on young peiception play; 

External forms aired the mind alone. 

Their difFrent powers and properties unknown^ 

See the pleas’d infant court the flaming brand. 

Eager to grafp the glory in its hand I 
The cryflal wave as eager to pervade 
Stretch its fond arms to meet the fmiling fhade! 

When Memory’s call the mimic words obey. 

And wing the thought that faulters on its way 5 
When wife Experience her flow verdid draws. 

The fure eiFed exploring in the Caufe, 

In Nature’s rude, but not unfruitful wild, 

RefleBton fprings, and Reafon is her child : 

On her fair flock the blooming Scyon grows. 

And brighter through revoking feafons blows* ' 

All beauteoi^s immoital flialt thou fhine^ 

When dim with age yon golden orbs dechne; 

Thy orient bloom, unconfcious of decay. 

Shall fpread, and flomifh in eternal day* 

C! with what art, my friend, what early care. 

Should wifdom cultivate a plant fo fair ! 

How fliould her eye the rip’mng mind revile. 

And blaft the buds of folly as they rile! 

How fhould her hand with induflry reflrain. 

The thriving growth of paflion’s fruitful train, 

M 4 Alpiring 
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Afpinng weeds, whofe lofty arms would tow'r 
With fatal Hiade o’er reafon’s tender flower. 

From low^ purfuits the dudile mind to fave. 
Creeds that contradl:, and vices that enflave ; 

O’er life's rough feas its doubtful courfe to fleer. 
Unbroke by av’nce, bigotry, or fear! 

For this f&ir Science fpreads her light afar. 

And fills the bright urn of her eaftern liar* 

The liberal power in no fequefter’d cells. 

No raoonlhine-courts of dreaming fchoolmen dwells ^ 
Diflingu idl’d far her lofty temple ftands. 

Where the tall mountain looks o'er diflant lands; 

All round her throne the graceful arts appear. 

That boafl the empire of the eye or ear. 

See favour’d firft, and nearefl to the throne 
By the rapt mien of mufing Silence known. 

Fled from herfelf, the Pow'r of Numbers plac’d. 
Her wild thoughts watch’d by Harmony and Tafte. 

There (but at dillance never meant to vie) 

The full-form'd image glancing on her eye. 

See lively Painting! on her various face. 
Quick-gliding forms a moment find a place ; 

She looks, (he ads the cbarader fhe gives. 

And a new feature in each feature lives. 

See Attic eafe in Sculpture’s graceful air. 

Half loo le her robe, and half unbound her hair; 

To life, to life, Ihe fmiling feems to call. 

And down her fair hands negligently fall. 
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Laftj but not meanef!-, of the glorious choir. 
See Mufic^ kft’mng to an angePs lyre. 

Simplicity, their beauteous handmaid, dreH 
By Nature, bears a field-Rowei on her breali. 

O Arts divine! O magic Pothers that more 
The fprings of truth, enlarging truth, and love! 
Loft in then charms each mean attachment ends. 
And Tafte and Knowledge thus are Virtue's friends. 

Thus nature deigns to f} mpathize with art. 

And leads the moral beauty to the heart; 

There, only there, that ftrong attradion lies. 

Which wakes the foul, and bids her graces riie; 

Lives in thofe powers of harmony that bind 
Congenial hearts, and flretch from mind to mind : 
Glow’d in that warmth, that focial kmdnefs gave. 
Which once — the reft is filence and the grave. 

O tears, that warm from wounded friendftiip Sow ! 
O thoughts that wake to monuments of woe ! 
ReSeflion keen, that points the painful dart; 

Mem’iy, that fpeeds its paftage to the heart; 

Sad monitors, your cruel power fuipend. 

And hide, for ever hide, the buried friend : 

— In vain— confeft I fee myCRAUFURo ftand. 

And the pen falls— falls from my trembling hand. 

E’en Death ’s dim fhadow feels to hide, in vain. 

That libTai afpeft, and that fmile humane; 
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E’en Death’s dim fliadow wears a languid light^^ 
And his eye beams through e\erlafting night. 

Till the lafl figh of Genius lhall expire. 

His keen eye faded, and extindfhis fire, 

^Tiil time, in league with Envy and with Death, 
Blaft the ikill’d hand, and Hop the tuneful breath. 
My Craufurd Hill (hall claim the mournful fong^ 
So long remember’d, and bewail’d fo long. 


AN 
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AN ODE 


T O 

THE KIVER EDEN«. 1759. 


'I^ELIGHTFUL Eden! parent fiream. 
Yet lhali the maids of Mcmor7 fay, 

( When, led by F A N c Y ’s faiiy dream. 

My young fteps trac’d thy winding wayj 
How oft along thy mazy Ihore, 

That many a gloomy alder bore. 

In penfwe thought their Poet Rray^ ; 
Or, carelefs thrown thy bank befide. 

Beheld thy dimply waters glide. 

Bright through the trembling lhade. 


Yet fhall they paint thofe fcenes again. 

Where once with infant-joy He play’d;> 
And bending o’er thy liquid plain. 

The azure worlds below furvey’d : 

Led by the rofy-handed Hours, 

"When Time tripp’d 0 er that bank of flowers. 
Which in thy chryftal bofom fmil’d : 
Though old the God, yet light and gay. 

He flung his glafs, his feythe away. 

And feem’d himfelf a child. 


In the county of Weflmorelandc 
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The poplar tall, that waving near 

Would whifper to thy murmurs free ; 

Yet ruflhng feems to foothe mine ear. 

And trembles when I figh for thee* 

Yet feated on thy fhelving brim. 

Can F A N c y fee the Naiads trim 

Burnifn their green locks in the fun 5 
Or at the laft lone hour of day. 

To chafe the lightly glancing fay. 

In airy circles run. 

But, Fancy, can thy mimic potver 
Again thofe happy moments bring ^ 

Can’ll thou reftore that golden hour. 

When young Joy wav’d his laughing wing 
When firfl in Eden’s rofy vale. 

My full heart pour’d the lover’s tale. 

The vow fincere, devoid of guile ! 

While Delia in her panting breaft. 

With fighs, the tender thought fupprell. 

And look’d as Angels fmile. 

O Goddefs of the cryflal bow. 

That dwell’H the golden meads among 5 
Whofe Hreams flill fair m memory flow, 

Whofe murmurs melodife my Song ! ^ 

Oh I yet thofe gleams of joy difplay. 

Which brightening glow’d in Fancy's ray, 
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When, near the lucid Urn reclin’d. 

The Dryad, Nature, bar’d her breafl. 

And left, m naked charms imptcft. 

Her image on my mind. 

In vam — the maids of Memory fair 
No more in golden viiions play ; 

No friendfhip fmoothes the brow of Care, 

No Deli a’s fmile approves my lay. 

Yet, love and fiiendlhip loll to me, 

’Tis yet fome joy to think of Thee, 

And in thy breall this moral find ; 

That fife, though llain’d with forrow’s Ihowers, 

Shall flow fereiie, while Virtue pours 
Her funlhine on the mind. 


AU. 
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AUTUMNAL ELEGY, 

TO »*** *****^*» 1763. 

"1 TfTHILE yet my Poplar yields a doubtful {bade, 
^ ^ It’s laO: leaves trembling to the Zephyr’s figh 
On this fair plain ere every \erduic fade. 

Or thelaH fmiles of golden Aatuma die; 

Wilt thou, my at this penfne hour, 

O’er Nature’s rum hear thy Friend complain ‘ 
While his heart labours with th’ iiifpiring pmi^er. 
And from his pen fpontaneous flows the fcrain ^ 

Thy gentle breaft fhall melt with kindred fighs. 

Yet haply grieving o’er a Parent’s bier, 

Poets are Nature’s children; whenfhe dies, 
AfFe<fiion mourns, and Duty drops a tean 

Why are ye filent. Brethren of the Grove, 

Fond Philomel, thy many-chorded lyre 
So fweetly tun’d to Tendernefs and Love, 

Shall Love no more, or Tendernefs infpne? 

O mix once more thy gentle lays with mine ; 

For well our paflions, well our notes agiee: 

An abfent love, fweet bud, may foften thine ; 

An abfent love demands a tear from me* 



AUTUMNAL ELEGY. 


I7J 

Y ety ere ye flumber, Songllers of the Sky, 

Thiough the long night of Winter wild and drear : 
O let us tune, ere Love and Fancy die. 

One tender farewell to the fading year. 

Farewell ye wild Hills, fcatter’d o’er with fpring! 

Sweet folitude, where Floia fmil’d unfeen 1 
Farewell each breeze of balmy-burthen’d wing ! 

The Violet’s blue bank, and the tall Wood green! 

Ye tuneful Groves of Bel-uidere^ adieu! 

Kind Shades that whifper o^’er myCRAUFURO^s 
reft! 

From Courts, from Senates and from Camps to you. 
When Fancy leads him, no inglorious gueft. 

Dear Shades adieu! where late the moral Mufe, 

Led by the Dr/ad, Silence^ oft reclin’d. 

Taught Meannefs to extend her little views. 

And look on Nature to enlarge hei mind. 

Farewell the walk along the Woodland-vale! 

Flower-feeding nils in murmurs drawn aw’’ay I 
Farewell the fweet breath of the early gale I 
And the dear glories of the doing day ! 

The namelefs charms of high, poetic thought. 

That Spring’s green hours to Fancy's children bore; 
The words divine. Imagination wrote 
On Slumber’s light leaf by the murmuring fhore— 


I 
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All, all adieu ^ From Autumn’s fober power 
Fly the dear dreams of Spring's delightful reign* 
Gay Summer ilnps her rofy- man tied bower. 

And rude winds wafte the glories of her train. 

Yet Autumn yields her joys of humbler kind| 

Sad o’er her golden ruins as we flray. 

Sweet melancholy foothes the mufing mind. 

And nature charms, delightful in decay. 

All-bounteous power, whom happy worlds adore 
With every fcene fome grateful change flie brings*^ 
In Winter s wild fnows. Autumn s golden ftore. 

In glowing Summers and in blooming Springs ! 

O mod belov’d ^ the faired and the bed 
Of aU her works ^ may dill thy lover dnd 
Fair Nature’s franknefs in thy gentle bread; 

Like her be various, bat like her be kind. 

Then, when the fpringof fmiiing youth is o’er; 

When Summer's glories yield to Autumn’s fway; 
When golden Autumn links in Winter hoar. 

And life declining yields it’s lad weak ray ; 

In thy lov’d arms my fainting age Ihall clofe. 

On thee my fond eye bend it's trembling light : 
Rememb’rance fweet ll\all foothe my lad repofe. 

And my foul blefs thee in eternal night. 


TO 
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W HEN pale beneath the frowning lliade of 
Death, 

No foothing \ oice of Love, or Friendfhip nigh. 
While ftrong convulfions feiz*d the laboring bieath. 
And Life fafpended left each vacant eye; 

Where, in that moment, fled th' immortal mind ? 

To what new legton did the fpirit ftray ? 

Found it fome bofom hofpitably kind. 

Some breaft that took the wanderer in its way? 

To thee, my in that deathful hour. 

To thy dear bofom it once more return’d ; 

And wrapt in *******^^ s folitary bower, 

The ruins of it’s former manhon mourn’d. 

But, did ft tliou, kind and gentle as thou art. 

O'er thy pale lover fhed the generous tear ? 

From thofe fweet eyes did Pity's fiftnefs ftart. 

When Fancy laid him on the lowly bier ? 

Didft thou to Heaven addrefs the forceful prayer, 

Fold thy fair hands, and raife the mournful eye, 
Implore each power benevolent to fpare. 

And call down pityYrom the golden fky ? 
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O bom at once to blefs me and to fave. 

Exalt my life, and dignify my lay I 
Thou too (halt triumph o’er the mouldering grave, 
And on thy brow lhall bloom the deathlefs bay. 

Dear fhades of genius * heirs of endlefs fame ! 

That in your laureate crowns the myrtle wove. 
Snatch'd from oblivion Beauty’s facred name. 

And grew immortal in the arms of Love! 

O may we meet you in fome happier clime. 

Some fafer vale beneath a genial Iky; 

Whence all the woes that load the wing of time, 
Difeafe, and death, and fear, and frailty fly! 


To 
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THE COMPLAINT OF HER RING-DOVE, 

F^AR from the fmlies of blue hefperian fkles, 

Far from thofe vales, where flowery pleafures 
dwell. 

{Dear fcenes of freedom loft to thefe fad eyes!) 

How hard to languifli in this lonely cell I 

When genial gales relume the fires of love. 

When laughing Spring leads round the jocund year ; 
Ah 1 view with pity, gentle maid, your dove. 

From every heart-felt joy fecluded here! 

To me no more the laughing Spring looks gay ; 

Nor annual loves relume my languid bread; 

Time flowly drags the long, delightlefs day. 

Through one dull fcene of fohtary reft. 

Ah I what avails that dreaming fancy roves 
Through the wild beauties of her native reign I 
Breathes in green fields, and feeds in frefhening groves. 
To wake to anguifh in this hopelefs chain ? 

Though fondly footh^d with Pity’s tendered care. 
Though ftill by »»***’s gentle hand careft. 

For the free foreft, and the boundlefs air. 

The rebel. Nature, murmurs in my breaft, 

z Ah 
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AH let not Nature, ***** plead in vain ? 

For kindnefsfure IHould grace a form fo fair: 
Reftore me to my native wilds again. 

To the free foreH, and the boundlefs air^ 


SONNET 
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TO THE SAME. 
SONNET 

XN THE MANNER OF PETRARCH, 

O N thy* fair morn,'-0 HopeJnfpiringMay! 

The fweeteft twins‘‘that ever Nature bore. 
Where **»*’^*"^**^ v^e her iield-llower-garland 
wore. 

Young Love and Faf^cj met the genial Day. 

And, all a« on the thyme-green bank I lay, 

A Nymph of gentleft mien their train before. 
Came with a fmile; and Swain, fhe cried, no 
more 

To penlive forrow tune thy hopelefs lay. 

Fuends of thy Heart, fee Love and Fancy brin^ 
Each joy that youth's enchanted bofom warms! 

Delight that rides all the fragrant fpring! 
Fair-banded J/o/e, that paints unfading charms! 

And Dove-like Faith, that waves her lilver 
wing*' — — 

Thefc, Swain, are thine; for meets thy arms, 


^ $ 


TO 
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WRAPPED ROUND A NOSEGAY OF VIOLETS. 

D ear objed of my late and early prayer ! 

Source of my joy! andfolace of my care! 
Whofe gentle friendlhip fuch a charm can give. 

As makes me wilh, and tells me how to live. 

To thee the Mufe with grateful hand would bring 
Thefe firft fair children of the doubtful Spring. 

O may they, fearlefs of a varying Iky, 

Bloom on thy breaft, and fmile beneath thine eyet 
In fairer lights their vivid blue difplay. 

And fweeter breathe their little lives away! 


TO 
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TO THE SAME. 

O^T THE MORAL REFLECTIONS CONTAINED IN 
HER ANSWER TO THE ABOVE VERSESg 1761* 


S WEET moralift! whofe moving truths impart 
At once delight and anguilh to my heart! 
Though human joys their fhort-liv’d fweets exhale 
Like the wan beauties of the wafted vale; 

Yet truft the Mufe, fair friendftiip’s ftower fhall laftp 
When life’s Ihort funfhine, like it's ftorms is paft^ 
Bloom in the fields of fome ambrofial fhore. 

Where Time, and Death, and Sicknefs are no more? 


N4 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN IN A COLLECTION OF MAPS. 
2765. 


T> EALMS of this globe, that ever-circling run^* 
And rife alternate to embrace the fun 5 
Shall I with envy at my lot repine, 

Becaufe I boaft fo fmall a portion mine ? 

If e’er in thought of Andalujid^ vines, 
jewels, or mines; 

In thefe, or thofe, if vanity forgot 
The humbler bleffings of my little lot ; 

Then may the ftream that murmurs near my door. 
The waving grove that loves it’s mazy fhore. 
Withhold each foothing pleafure that they gave. 

No longer murmur, and no longer wave! 


THEO. 
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THEODOSIUS TO CONSTANTIA. 
1760. 

L E T others feek the lying aids of art. 

And bribe the pafilons to betray the heart % 
Truth, facred Truth, and Faith unflcill’d to feign. 
Fill my fond breaft, and prompt my artlefs ftrain„ 

Say, did thy lover, in fome happier hour. 

Each ardent thought, in wild profuiion pour ; 

With eager fonduefs on thy beauty gaze. 

And talk with all the extafy of praife ? 

The heart fmcere it’s pleafing tumult proved 5 
All, all declar'd that Theodosius lov’d. 

Let raptur’d Fancy on that moment dwell. 

When thy dear vows m trembling accents fell 5 
When Love acknowledg’d wak’d the tender figh, 

S weird thy full breaft, and fill’d thy melting eye, 

O ! blefi for ever be th* aufpicious day. 

Dance all it's hours in pleafure's golden ray I 
Pale forrow’s gloom from every eye depart! 

And laughing joy glide lightly through the heart! 

Let village-maids their feftive brows adorn. 

And with frelh garlands meet the fmiling morn j 
Each happy Swain, by faithful Love lepaid. 

Pour his warm vows, and court his village maid. 


Yet 
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ELEGY. 1750. 

T H E eye of Nature never rafts from care,* ^ 

She guards her children with a parent’s Iove| ^ . 
And not a mifchief reigns in earth or air. 

But Time deftroys, or remedies remove* 

In vain no ill ftiall haunt the walks of life. 

No vice in vain the human heart deprave. 

The poisonous flower, the tempeft's raging ftrife. 

From greater pain^ from greater rum fave. 

Lav INI A, form’d with every powerful grace. 

With all thatlights the fame of youngdefire; 

Pure eafe of wit, and elegance of face, 

A foul all Fancy, and an eye all fire* 

L A V 1 N I A ! — Peace, my bufy, fluttering breaft: ! 

Nor fear to languifti in thy former pain: 

At length ftie yields — ftie yields the needful reft; 

And frees her lover from his galling chain. 

The golden ftar, that leads the radiant morn. 

Looks not fo fair, freih-riftng from the main ; 

But her bent eye-brow bears ^bidding fcorn, — 

But pride’s fell furies every heart-ftnng ftrain. 

La VI N I A. thanks to thy ungentle mind ; 

I now behold thee with indifterent eyes ; 

And Reafon dares, though Love as Death be blind. 

Thy gay, thy worthlefs being to defpife. 


Beauty 
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Beauty may charm without one inward grace. 

And fair proportions win the captive heart; 

But let rank pride the plealing form debafe. 

And love difgufted breaks his erring dart. 

The youth that once the fculptur’d Nymph admir’d. 
Had look’d with fcornfnl laughter on her charms, 

If the vain form, with recent life infpir’d. 

Had turn’d difdainful from his offer’d arms. 

Go, thoughtlefs maid ! of tranfient beauty vain. 
Feed the high thought, the towering hope extend; 

Still may’fl: thou dream of fplendor in thy train. 

And fmile fuperb, while lo\ e and flattery bend. 

For me, fweet peace fhall foothe my troubled mind, 
And eafy llumbers clofe my weary eyes ; 

Since Reafon dares, though Love as Death be blind. 
Thy p;ay, thy worthlefs being to defpife. 


INSCRIF^ 
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INSCRIPTION ON THE DOOR OF A 
STUDY. 

THOU that lhalt prefume to tread 
This manfion of the mighty dead. 

Come with the free, untainted mind j 
The nurfe, the pedant leave behind; 

And all that fuperflition, fraught 
With folly’s lore, thy youth has taught — 

Each thought that reafon can't retain, — 

Leave it, and learn to think again. 

Yet, while thy ftudiouseyes explore. 

And lange thefe various Volumes o’er, 

Truft blindly to no fav'rite pen, 

Remembrlng Authors are but men. 

Has fair Philosophy thy love? 

Away ! fhe lives in yonder grove. 

If the fweet Mufe thy pkafure gives; 

With her, in yonder grove Ihe lives ; 

And if Religion claims thy care; 

Religion, fled from books, is there. 

For flrft from Nature's works we drew 
Our Knowledge, mr Ftrfue 


TO 
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TO LORD GRANBY. 

T N fpite of all the ruHy fools 

That clean old nonfenfe in the fchooli ; 

Nature, a miflrefs, never coy. 

Has wrote on all her works — E njoy. 

Shall we, then, llarre, like Gideon’s wife. 

And die to fave a makeweight’s life ? 

No, friend of Nature, you difdaln, 

So fair a hand Ihou’d work in vain. 

But, good my Lord, make her your guide, 

And err not on the other fide : 

Like her, in all you deign to do. 

Be liberal, but be fparing too. 

When fly Sir Toby, night by night. 

With his dear bags regales his fight ; 

And confcience, reafon, pity fleep. 

Though virtue pine, though merit weep j 
I fee the keen reproaches fly 
Indignant from your honefl: eye ; 

Each bounteous wifh glows unconfin’d. 

And your breaft labours to be kind. 

At this warm hour, my Lord, beware 
The fervile Flatterer’s fpecious fnare. 

The fawning Sycophant, whofe art 
JVIarks the kind motions of the hesut; 

Each 
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Each idle, each Infidious kna^e. 

That a6ls the graceful, wife, or brave. 

With feftive beard, and focial eye, 
YouVe feen old Hospitality , 
Mounted aftride the mofs-grown wall. 
The genius of the ancient hall. 

So reverend, with fuch courtly glee. 

He ferv’d your noble ancefiiy; 

And turn’d the hinge of many a gate. 

For RulTel, Rous, Plantagenet. 

No lying porter levied there 
His dues on all imported ware ; 

There, rang'd in rows, no liveried train 
E’erbegg’d their mailer’s beef again; 

No flatterer’s planetary face 
Plied for a bottle, or a place. 
Toad-eating France, and fiddling Rome 
Kept their lean rafcals llarv’d at home. 

Thrice happy days!” 

In this, ’tis true. 

Old times were better than the new; 

Yet fome egregious faults yoa*Il iee 
In ancient Hospitality. 

See motley crowds, his roof beneath. 

Put poor Soaetj to Death ! 

Priefts, knights and ’fquires debating wild. 
On themes unworthy of a child ; 

'Till the ftrange compliment commences. 
To praife their hofi:, and lofe their fenfea* 

3 


Ga 
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Go then, my lord! keep open hall; 

Proclaim your table free for all ; 

Go, facrihce yoiu time, your wealth. 

Your patience, liberty and health. 

To fuch a thought-renouncing crew. 

Such foes to care — ev'n care for you. 

Heav ns ^ and aie thefe the plagues that wait 
Around the hofpitable gate — 

Let ten-fold iron bolt my door. 

And the gaunt malliff growl before ; 

There, not one human creature nigh. 

Save, dear Sir Toby, you and I, 

In Cynic filence let us dwell ; 

Ye plagues of focial life farewell’' 

Difpleafes this ? The modern way. 

Perhaps, may pleafe— a public day. 

A public day ! deteflecj name! 

The farce of friendfhip and the lhame. 

Did ever focial freedom come 
Within the pale of drawing-room ? 

** See pictur’d round the formal crowd ! 

How nice, how juft each attitude! 

My Lord approaches-— what furprife ! 

The pidures fpeak, the pidlures rife ! 

Thrice ten times told the fame falute, 

Once more the mimic forms are mute. 

Mean while the envious rows between, 

Diftruft and Scandal ^valk unfeen ; 


Their 



TO LOUD GRANBY. 

Tlieir poifons filently infufe, 

’TiU thefe fufpedlj and thofe abjjfe. 

Far, fai from thefe, in fome lone fliade. 
Let me, in eafy filence laid. 

Where never fools, or flares intiude, 
Enjoy the fweets of folitnde 

What! quit the commerce of mankind! 
Leave virtue, fame, and worth behind I 
Who fy to folitary reft. 

Are Reafon's favages at heft. 

Though human life’s extenfive field 
Wild weeds, and vexing brambles yield; 

Behold her fniiling vallies bear 
Mellifluous fruits, and fiowrets fair ! 

The crowds of folly you defpife — 

Adbciate With the good and wife ; 

For \ irtue, rightly underftood. 

Is it to be and to be gooJ^ 




Von. LXXL 


O 
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O N O D Y. 1759, 


A h fcenes belov’d! ah confcious Ihades^ 

That wave thefe parent- vales along I 
Ye bowers where Fancy met the tuneful maids^ 

Ye mountains vocal with my Doric fong. 

Teach your wild echoes to complain 
In fighs of folemn woe, in broken founds of pain, 

For her I mourn. 

Now the cold tenant of the thoughtlefs urn--* 

For her bewail thefe ftrains of woe. 

For her thefe £hal forrows flow; 

Source of my life, that led my tender yeais. 

With all a parent’s pious fears. 

That nurs’d my infant thought, and taught my mind 
to grow. 

Careful, Ihe mark’d each dangerous way. 

Where youth’s unwary footfteps flray . 

She taught the firugghng paffions to fubfide; 

Where facred truth, and reafon guide. 

In virtue’s glorious path to feek the realms of day„ 

Lamented goodnefs I yet I fee 
The .'ond afFe( 5 lions melting in her eye : 

She bends it’s tearful orb on me. 

And heave the tender figh ; 

At 
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As tliougbtful, fhe the toils furveys^ 

That crowd in life’s perplexing maze. 

And for her children feels again 
AII^ all that loi e can fear, and all that fear can feign, 

O bed; of paients ^ let me pour 
My foirows o’er thy filent bed . 

There early ftrew the \ ernal flower. 

The parting tear at evening fhed-— 

Alas 1 are thefe the only meed 

Of each kind thought, each virtuous deed, 

Thefe friiitlefs offerings that embalm the dead.^ 

Then, fairy -feated Hope, forbear— 

No more thy fond illufions Ipread : 

Thy fhado wy feenes diffolvM in air. 

Thy 1 ifionary profpeds fled ; 

With her they fled, at v hofe lamented flirlne. 

Love, gratitude, and duty mingled tears. 

Condemn’d each filial office to refign. 

Nor hopeful more to foothe her long-declining years. 


O z 


TO 
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TO MRS. 

IN TEARS3 FOR THE DEATH OF A FRIEKD, 
37620 


00 feeble Nature weeps o^’er friendfhip’s grave, 

^ And mourns the rigour of that law fhe gave ; 
Yets why not weep? When in that grave expiie 
All Pembroke’s elegance, all Waldegrave's fire, 
No more thofe eyes in foft effulgence move. 

No more that bofom feels the fpark of love, 

O’ei thofo pale cheel s the drooping graces mourn. 
And Fa/uj teais her v ild wreath o'er that urn. 

There Hope at Pleavi i once caft a doubtful eye. 
Content repin'd, and Patience flole a ligh. 

Fair Friendfhip griev’d o’er facredbier. 

And Vntue wept, for dropt a tear* 


TO 
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TO MRS. G I L L M A N. 

Y TITH fenfe enough foi half your fex befide^ 
^ ^ Yvhtli juil no moie than necelTar} pride ; 
With Krov. ledge caught from Nature's living page^^ 
Politely learn'd, and elegantly fage — 

Abs ! how piteous, that in fuch a mind 
So many foibles free reception find I 
Can fuch a mind, ye Gods! admit difdain? 
’Etfa/Vrli envious, covetoin, and vam^ 

Unwelcome Truth ! to Io\ e, to blindnefs clear ^ 

Yet, G I L L M A N , hear 1 1 ; — while you blufh to hear® 

That in your gentle breaft Bifda.n can dwell;, 

Let kna\ ery, meannefs, piide that feel it, telll 
eye a friend's defedls } on fee. 

And look With kindnefs on mv faults and me^ 

And does no Envy that fair mind 0 ei-lhade ? 

Does no for greater invade 5 

When filent merit wants the follering meed. 

And the warm wiih fuggeils the virtuous deed ? 
Fairly tlie charge of Vamty you prove. 

Vain of each Virtue of the friends you lote- 

What charms, tvhat arts of Magic have coiifpir'd 
Of power to make fo many faults admir'd? 


O 


FRAG. 
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FRAGMENT OF A POEM, 

WRITTEN AT CLAPvE-HALL ON THE KINg's AC- 
CESSION. 2760. 

* -S- * X- ^ 

^ iP r t 

T XTHILE creiy gale the voice of triomph brings, 

^ And fmilmg Vidory waves hei purple wings j 
While earth and ocean yield their fubjed powers, 
'Nepinne his waves and Cyhele her toweis ; 

Yet will you deign the Mufe’s voice to hear. 

And let her welcome greet a Monarch’s ear ^ 

Yes 5 midft the toils of glory ill-repaid. 

Oft has the Monarch fought hei foothing aid. 

See Frede, ic court her in the rage of war. 

Though lapid vengeance urge his hoftile car: 

With her repos’d in pliilofophic reft. 

The Sage’s funfhine fmooths the warrior’s breaft. 

Whatever Arcadian fancy feign’d of old 
Of Halcyon days, and minutes plum’d with goldj 
Whate’ei adorn’d the wifeft, gentleft reign, 

Fiomyou ftiehopes^ — ^let not her hopes be vain! 

Rife ancient funs! advance Pierian days I 
Flow Attic ftreams! and fpring AomanhzY^ 1 

Canh 
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Cam^ down thy wave in brilker mazes glide^^ 
And fee new honours crown thy hoary fide I 
Thv ofiers old fee myrtle groves fucceed f 
And the green laurel meet the wa\ing reed! 

35* ■St" ■S& 

^ ik -K 
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C ^ S A R s D R E A Mo 

EErOS-E HIS INVASION OF BRiTlINo 

1758. 

W HEN rough Hehetia's hardy fons obey. 

And vanqiufli’d Belgia bows to Csfar’s fwaj; 
When, fcarce-beheld, embattled nations fall. 

The herce Sicambrian, and the faithlefs Gaul : 

Tir’d Freedom leads her favage fons no more. 

But flies, fubdued, to Albion’s utmofl; fhore. 

’Twas then, while flillncfs giafp’d the fleeping air, 
And dewy {lumbers feal’d the eye of care; 

Divine Ambition to her \otaiy came : 

Her left hand waving, bore the trump of fame; 

Her right a regal fceptre feem’d to hold. 

With gems far-blazing from the burnifn^d gold. 

And thus, My Son,’" the Queen of Glory faid ; 
Immortal Csfar, raife thy languid head. 

Shall Night’s dull chains the man of counfels bind ? 
** Or Morpheus rule the monarch of mankind^ 

See worlds unvanqmfli’d yet await thy fwoid! 
Barbaric lands, that fcorn a Latian lord! 

See yon proud ifle, whofe mountains meet the Iky, 
Thy foes encourage, and thy powder defy! 

What, though by Nature’s fiimefl: bars fecuFd, 

«« By feas encircled, and Wjith locks immur’d. 

Shall Casfar Ihrink the greatefl: toils to brai e, 
if Scale the high rock, or beattbeinaddening waver'’ 

She 



CESAR’S DREAM, 
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She fpoke — her \roids the warrior's breall: inflame 
With rage indignant, and \\ith confcious lhame; 
Already beat, the fwelling floods ghe 
And the fell Genii of the locks obe) . 

Alreatl) Ihouts of triumph rend the fkies, 

Axid the thin rear of barbarous nations flies, 

Quicis: round tlieli chief his adive legions 
Du ell on his eye,and wait the waving hand : 

The Hero rofe, majeftically flow. 

And look'd attention to the crowds below, 

Romans and Friends ! is there whofeeks for rell, 

^ By labours \anquilh’d, and with wounds oppreft? 

* That refpite Ca^ESAR lhall with pleafure yield, 

^ Due to the toils of many a weli-fought field, 

^ Is theie, u hi fliiinks at thought of dangeis pafi, 

^ The ragged mountain, or the pathlefs ualle — 

^ While fa\ age hofls, or favage floods oppcfe, 

^ Or flii\ering fancv pines in Alpine fnou s ? 

^ Let him retire toLatium^s peaceful fliore; 

^ He once has toil’d, and Caesar afks no more, 

* Is there a Roman, whole unfliaken breafl: 

< No pains h? /e conquer’d, and no fears deprefl: ? 

« Who, doom’d through Death’s dread miinfiers to go^ 

^ Dares to chafhfe the infults of a foe ; 

* Let him, his Countr}’*s glor} and her flay*, 

< With leverence hear her, and with pride obey. 

« A foim diune, m heaienly fplendcr bright, 

Whofe look threw radiance round the pall of night. 

With 
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With calm fe verity approach’d and faid. 

Wake thy dull ear, and lift thy languid heada 
What! fhail a Rofnan fmk in foft repofe. 

And tamely fee the Buto7is aid his foes? 

See them fecure the rebel Gaul fupply % 

Spurn his vam eagles and his power defy ? 

Go^ buril their barriers, obftmately brave j 
Scale the Wild rock, and beat the maddening wave,’^ 

Here paus’d the Chief, but waited no reply. 

The voice affenting fpoke from e^ery eye ; 

Nor, as the kindnefs that reproach’d with fear^ 

Were dangers dreadful, or were toils fcvm^ 


INCRIP.« 
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INSCRIPTION' 

IN A 

TEMPLE OF SOCIETY* 

S ACRED life thefe walls to thee^ 

Blithe-eyed nymph. Society! 

In whofe dwelling, free and fair, 

Consverje fmoothes the brow of care, 

Wlio, \\hen waggiili wit betray’d 
To his arms a fyivan maid. 

All beneath a myrtle tree. 

In fome vale of Arcady, 

Sprung, I ween, from fuch embrace. 

The io\ ely contrail m her face. 

Perchance, the mufes as they flray’d^ 

Seeking other fpring, or fliade. 

On the fweet child call an eye 
In fome vale of A read v ; 

And bhtheil of the filers three. 

Gave her to Eaphrofyne. 

The Grace, delighted, taught her care 
The cordial fmile the placid air; 

How to chafe, and how reilrain 
All the feet, ideal tram ; 

a- How 
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How witli apt woids well combin’d. 

To drefs each image of the mind— — — 
Taught lidi how they difagree, 

Aukvvard fear and modefly. 

And freedom and rufticity. 

True politenefs how to know 
From the fuperiiciai Ihew ; 

From the Coxcomb’s fhallow giacC;, 

And the many-modelfd face: 

That Nature's unalFe^led eafe 

More than iludied forms would pleafe* — 

When to check the fportive vein ; 

When to fancy yield the rein. 

On the fubjed when to be 
Grave or gay, referv'd or free ; 

The fpeaking air, th’ impaffion’d eye. 

The living foul of fymmetry ; 

And that foft fympathy which binds 
In magic chains congenial minds. 


INSCRIP^ 
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INSCRIPTION 

IN A 

SEQJJESTERED GROTTO. 17S3. 

C W EE T peace^ that lov'H the filent hour. 

The flill retreat of leifure free; 

AiTociate of each gentle power. 

And eldell born of harmony I 

O, if thou own’ll this molTycell, 

If thine this manfion of xepofe ; 

Permit me, nymph, with thee to dwell. 

With thee my wakeful eye to clofe. 

And though thofe glittering fcenes lliould fade. 

That Pleafure’s rofy tram prepares — 

What vot’ry have they not betray’d ? 

What are they more than fplendid cares ? 

But fmiling days, exempt from care. 

But nights, when fleep, and filence reign; 

Serenity, with afpedl fair. 

And love and joy are in thy train. 


AN- 
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ANOTHER inscription IN THE SAME 
GROTTO. 1756. 

Faliefl of the village-born. 

Content, infpire my carelefs lay! 

Let no vam wiHi, no thought forlorn 
Throw darknefs o’er the fmiling dayo 
Forget il thou, when we wander’d o’er 
The fylvan Beleau's ^ fedgy fhore. 

Or rang’d the woodland wilds along ; 

How oft on UeulayW mountains high 
We’ve met the morning’s purple eye. 

Delay’d by many a fong? 

From thee, from thofe by fortune led ; 

To ill the farce of life confin’d ; 

At once each native pleafure fled. 

For thou, fweet nymph, waft left behind* 

Yet could I once, once morefurvey 
Thy comely form in mantle grey. 

Thy polilh’d brow, thy peaceful eye 5 
Where e’er, forfaken fair, you dwell. 

Though m this dim fequefter’d cell. 

With thee I’d live and die. 

^ A fmall river in Weftmorland, 

A romantic village in the abovementionctl county, formerly the 
fsat of the Barclays ^ carls of Cariific. 


LEFT 
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LEFT WITH THE MINISTER OF 
RIPONDEN, 

A ROMANTIC VILLAGE IN YORKSHIRE. 1758. 

T KRICE happy you, whoe'er }ouare. 

From Life’s low cares fecluded far. 

In this fequefter’d \ale— I 
Ye rocks on precipices pil’d ! 

Ye ragged defarts, wafie and wild! 

Delightful horrors hail ! 

What joy within tliefe funlefs groves. 

Where lonely Contemplation ro\es. 

To reft in fearlefs eafe^ 

Save eeping rills, to fee no tear, 

Saved) mg gales, no figh to hear, 

No murmur, bat the breeze. 

Say, would you change that peaceful cell 
Where Sanllitj and Silence dwell. 

For fplendor’s dazzling blaze ? 

For ail thofe gilded toys that glare 
Round high-born power’s imperial chair. 

Inviting fools to gaze ? 

Ah friend ! Ambition's profpedls clofe. 

And, ftudious of your own repofe, 

Be thankful here to In e ; 

For, truft me, one proteding Hied 
And nightly peace, and daily bread 
Is all that life can gue. 


WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN AMONGST THE RUINS OF 

PONTEFRACT CASTLK 1756, 

^ IG HT fung the bard, that all-imolving age. 
With hand impartial deals the 1 uthlefs blow | 

That war, wide- wailing, with impetuous rage. 

Lays the tallfpire, and llcy-crown'd tuirel lo\v% 

A pile ftupendous, once of fail renown, 

This moLildhmg mafs of ihapelefs ruin rofe. 

Where nodding heights of fraidur’d columns frown. 
And birds obfcene in ivy bow’rs repofe ; 

Oft the pale matron from the threatning wall, 
Sufpicious, bids her heedlefs children fly; 

Oft, as he views the meditated fall. 

Full fwiftly Heps the frighted peafant by. 

Eut more refpedlful views tli’ hiflonc fage, 

Muilng, thefe awful relics of decay. 

That once a refuge form’d from hoilile rage. 

In Henry’s and in Edward's dubious day. 

He penfive oft reviews the mighty dead. 

That eril have trod this defolated ground ; 

Kefie^ls how here unhappy Salisbury bled. 

When faftion aim'd the death'difpenfing wound. 


Reft. 
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Hell:, gentle Rivers I and ill-fated Grat^ 

A flowV or tear oft ftiev/s your Iiumble grave. 

Whom Envy ilew, to pa'\ e Ambition^s way. 

And whom a Monarch wept in ^ ain to fave* 

Ah ^ what avail'd tli' alliance of a thione? 

The pomp of titles what, or pow'r ret er*d ? 

Happier I to thefe the humble life uaknott n, 

With virtue honour’d, and by peace endear’d. 

Had thus the fons of bleeding Britain thought. 

When haplefs here inglorious Richard lay. 

Yet many a prince, whofe blood full dearly bought 
The fliameful triumph of the long-fought day: 

Yet many a hero, whofe defeated hand 
In death refign’d the well-contefted £eld. 

Had in his ofEpring fav’d a finking land. 

The T} rant’s terror, and the Nation’s Ihield. 

Ill could the Mufe indignant grief forbear. 

Should Mem’ry trace her bleeding Country’s woes ^ 

III could fhe count, without a buriling tear, 

Th’ inglorious triumphs of the vary’d Rofe! 

Wiiile York, with conquell: and reienge elate, 

Infulting, triumphs on St. Alban s plain. 

Who views, nor pitks Henry s haplefs fate, 

Himfvit a captive, and his leaders ilain? 


VcL, LXXI, 




Ah 



CIO LANGHORNE’S POEMS. 

Ah. Prince^ unequal to the toils of nar. 

To flem ambition, Fasftion’s rage to quell; 

Happiei^ from thefc had Fortune plac’d thee 
In fome lone consent, or fome peaceful cell. 

For It hat avail’d that thy MCfonous queen 

Repaii’d the rams of that dreadful day ? 

That vanquidi’d York, on Wakefield’s purple green^ 
Proilrate anndft the common flaughter lay . 

In vam fan Vbd'ry beam’d the gladd'ning eye^ 

And, waving oft her golden pinions, fniil’d 

Full foon the datt ring goddefs meant to dy. 

Full rightly deem’d unileady Fortune’s child. 

Let Tow ton’s deld -but ceafe the difmal tale; 

For much it’s horrors would the mufe appall. 

In fofter Ifrains fudice it to bewail 

The Patriot’s eiale, or the Heioe’s fall. 

Thus filver Wharf *, whofe cry^al-iparMing urn 
Rededs the bnliiance of his blooming diore,. 

Still, melancholy- mazing, feems to mouin, 

But rolls, confus’d, a crimfon wa\ e no more. 

A river near the feene of battle, m which v^erefiain 35,000 

snss. 
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FRAGMENT, 1762. 

T W A S on Times biith~da}% ^ lien the voice di-* 
line 

Wak’d fleeping NatJie, Vvhile her infant e)C, 

Yet tienihlmg^ druggled \inth created light ; 

The heaven-horn Mu£e, fpruiig from the fource fublune 
Of Harmonv immortal, drft receiv’d 
Her facred mandate. Go, feraphic maid. 
Companion fiill to Mature! from her works 
Derive thy laj melodious, great, like thofe. 

And elegantly iiirple. In thy tram, 

Glorj , and deatlilefs fame and fair renown 
Attendant e\er, each immortal name, 

B} thee deem’d facred, to }onfl:arry \auit 
Shall bear, and uaaip in charadlera of gold* 

Be thine the caie, alone V’ihere truth direds 
The film heart, wheie the love of human ktad 
^ * Inflames the patriot fpirit, there to footlie 
The toils of virtue with melodious praife: 

For thofe, that fmiiing feraph bids thee v/alte 
His golden lyre ; for thofe, the ^oung-e^’d fun 
Gilds tins fair-formed world; and genial fpnng 
Throw's many a green wreath, libend, from his 
bofomd” 

So fpake the voice di\ ine ; the raptai a Mufe 
In Itrains like thefc, bn: nobler, fram’d her lajv 

F s 


Spirits 
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Spirits of ancient time, to high renown 
By martial glory rais d, and deeds auguft, 

AtchievM for Britain's freedom I Patriot liearts<> 

That, feariefs of a tyrant’s threatening arm. 

Embrac’d your bleeding country ! o’er the page^ 

Where hiftory triumphs in your holy names. 

O’er the dim monuments that mark your graves. 

Why ilreams my eye with pleafure ^ ? ’Tis the joy 
The foft delight that through the full breaft flows, 
Eiom fweet remembrance of departed virtue! 

O Britain, parent of illuftrious names. 

While o'er thy annals Memory ihoots her eye. 

How the heart glows, rapt with high-wondeiing love. 
And emulous efleem^ Hail, Sydney hail! 

Whether Arcadian blythe, by fountain clear. 

Piping thy lovc-lays wild, or Spartan bold. 

In freedom’s van dilHnguilh’d, Sydney, hail! 

Oft o’er thy kurell’d tomb from hands unfeen 
Fall flowers ; oft in thy vale of Penfliurft fair 
The fhepherd wandering from his nightly fold » 
Lilleneth ilrange mufic, by the tiny breath 
Of fairy mmftrels warbled. 

On Raleigh’s grave, O ftrew the fairefl flowers^ 
That on the bofom of the green vale blow ! 

There hang your vernal wreaths, ye village-maids 1 

Exultat Animus Maximorum Virorum Memonam percurrensi? 

Vai* Max. 

Ye 



FRAGMENT. 


2IS 

Yq mountain nymphs, your crowns of wild thyme 
bring 

To Ra L E I G h's honour’d grave ! There bloom the bay. 
The virgin rofe, that^ bluihing to be feen. 

Folds its fair leaves ; for modefi: worth was his : 

A mind where truths philofophv’s firft born. 

Held her harmonious reign , a Briton’s breail;^ 

That, careful ftill of freedom's holy pledge, 

Difdain’d the mean arts of a tyrant’s court, 

Bifdain’d and died ^ Where was thy fpirit then. 

Queen of fea-ciowning i/les, when R a.l high bledP 

How well he ferv'd thee, let Tletm tell I 

Afk proibate Cales, -^ et trembling at his name, 

How well he ferv’d thee; \^hen her \anquilh*d hand 
Held forth the bafe bribe, how he fpurn’d it from him, 
And cried, I fight for Britain^ Hiiloryrife, 

And blafl the reigns that redden with the blood 
Of thofe that ga\c them glory I 
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TH E 


DEATH OF ADONIS. 

FROM THE GREEK OF BION*. 1759. 

A DON IS dead, the mufe of woe fn?Il mourn; 
XIl Adonis dead , the w eepmg loves return. 

The queen of beauty o'ei his tomb Utall ihed 
Her flowing fotrows for Adonis dead ; 

For Earth's cold lap her velvet couch forego. 

And robes of purple for the veeds of woe, 

Adonis dead, the mufe of woe lliall mourn, 

Adonis dead, the weeping lo\cs leturn. 

Stretch’d 


^ Bion, the paftoral poet, lived in the time of Ptolemy Phila^ 
delphus By the epithet every where applied to him, it 

is probable that he uai. boin at Smyina Mofehus confirms this, 
wl^en he fays to the river Meles, which had beioie wept foi Homei, 
— Nyv wttXiv ttXXcv 


‘ Ti£a K^vsi; 

It IS evident howcvei that he fpent much of h’s time in Sicily, 
Mofehus, as he tells us, was his fcholar, and by him vve are in- 
form’d, that his mader was not a pool poet. ** Thou had leit to 
others thy riches, fays he, but to me thy poetry It appears from 
ithe fame author, that he died by poifon The beft edition of his 
woiks, is that of Pans, by M. de Longue-Piene, with a French 
tianilation. 

AnoNis h'W, &rc ] Adonis, the favourite of Venus, wasthefon 
of Cynaras, king of Cyprus His chiet employment was huntingj 
though he is reprefented by Virgil as a fliepherd, 

Ov£s ad Flwmna pavit Adorns ^ 
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Stretch’d on this mountain thy torn lover lies, 
Weep, Queen of beauty ! for he bleeds— he dies. 

Ah! yet behold life’s laft drops faintly flow. 

In ftreams of purple, o’er thofe limbs of fnowl 
From the pale cheek the perifli’d rofes dy ; 

And death dims flow the ghaftly gazing eye. 

Kifs, kifs thofe fading lips, ere chill’d in deaths 
With foothing fondnefs flay the fleeting breath. 

^Tis vain— ah ^ give the foothing fondnefs o’eri 
Adonis feels the warm falute no more. 

Adonis dead, the mufe of woe fhall mourn. 

Adonis dead, the weepingloves return. 

His fjithful dogs bewail their maflei flain, 

Aind mourning Dryads pour the plaintive lb ain. 

Not 

He was killed by a wild boai, if we may belie\e Propertiusj m 
C)pius. 

Pet chJJIi Adonim 

Vmcniem Idaho vo tice dm la Apei 
The anniverfary of his death was celebrated through the whole 
Pdganwoild Ariftophanes, in kis Comedy of Peace, reckons the 
feaft of Adonis among the chief feftivals of the Athenians. The 
Syrians obferved it with all the violence of grief, and the greateft 
cruelty of felf-caftigation. It was celebrated at Alexandriajn St. 
CynPs time, and when Julian, the Apoftate, made his entry at 
Antioch, m the year 36Z, they were celebrating the feaffc of Adonis. 

^ The ancients diftlr greatly m then accounts of this divinity. 
Athenaeus fays, that he was the favourite of Bacchus ; Plutarch main- 
tains, that he and Bacchus are the fame, and that the Jews abftain’d 
fiom fwme’s flelh becaufe Adorns was killed by a boar. Aufonms, 
Epig. 30. affirms that Bacchus, Ofins, and Adonis are one and the 
fame. 

Ihs faithful dogSf &c.— Tl&r of bsautj^ SiC ] The lines id 

the oijgiiial run thus . 
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Not the fair }outh alone the wound oppref!'^ 

The queen of beauty bears it in her breaft. 

Her feet unfandard, foating wild her hair. 

Her afpefl woeful, and her bofom bare, 

DiilieR, fl*e wanders the wild waftes forlorn^ 

Her facred iimbs by rutlilefs brambles torn. 

Loud as file grieves, furrounding rocks complain. 
And echo thro’ the long vales calls her abfent fwain^ 
Adonis hears not : Life s lafl drops fall flow. 

In flreams of purple, down his limbs of fnow* 

The weeping Cupids round their queen deploie. 

And mourn her beauty, and her love no moie. 

Each rival grace, that glow’d with confeious piide, 
Each charm of Venus with Adonis dy’d. 

Adonis dead, the vocal hills bemoan. 

And hollow groves return the faddenmg groan* 


etyftiv xar^ , 

Mst{ov d Ky3r£p6<a fspit mTutdfim 
KeTvov fAZy <pihoi Kwsa wfivcravrot 

Kaf Ny//e»iai opZiahq, 

The two fiiftofthefe lines contain a kind of witucifni, ’’Inch it 

W'as hettei to avoid ^This author had, however, too much true 

genius to be fond of thefe little affcdled lui ns of exprefiion, which 
Mufaius and otheis have been mduftrious to tlnke out. 

Thefe four verfes are traiifpofed in the tranHation for the fake of 
the connection. 

X>ijirtfijhe ^wanders^ &€.] This image of the foirow of Venus Is 
•very affe<f?ing, and is introduced m this place with great beauty and 
propriety Indeed, moft modem poets feem to have obfeived it, and 
Jiaye piofitcd by it m their feenes of elegiac woe. 
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The fwelling floods with fea-born Venus weep. 

And roll in mournful murmurs to the deep : 

In melting tears the mountain-fprings comply; 

The flowTs, low-drooping, blufh with grief, and die, 
Cythera's groves with ftrains of forrow ring ; 

The dirge funereal her fad cities flng. 

Hark^ pitying echoes Venus’ fighs return; 

Vv^hen Venus fighs, can aught forbear to mourn ? 

But when flie faw her fainting lover He, 

The wide wound gaping on the withering thigh; 

But flreaming when (he faw Life’s purple tide. 
Stretch’d her fair arms, with trembling voice (he 
cry’d ; 

fuelling jloodsy &c ] When the poet makes the rivers mourn 
for Venus, he very properly calls her , but this propriety 

perhaps was merel) accidental, as he has given tier the fame appel- 
lation when Ihe wanders the defait 

T/jt Jlozj'i Sf lozu-d) 0Gpi?7g^ bhifh^ &:c 3 

Av'S'sct S'* oS'ma,, lpu9pc'»veT«u 

Palcnefs being the known effedt of grief, we do not at idrft fight 
accept this expreflion , but when we confider that the fiirfl: emotions 
of it are attended with blufiies, we are pleafed with the obfcrvation* 

Cjthcra^s graves j &c ] 

Uavras dva, Jitjjuaj neu tdva wloXtv sikIjov aetS'et. 

This pafiage the fchohalls have entirely mifunderUood. They 
make Kv6n\)j Venus^ for which they have neither any authoiity, the 
Done name fhe bonows from that ifland being always KvBs^sm, nor 
the leafi: probability fiom the connedlion. 

This pi oves that the ifland Cjthera was the place where Adonis 
penfh’d, notwithftandmg the opinion of Propertius and others to the 
con ti ary. 

Yet 
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Yet flay, lov’d youth ^ a moment ere we part, 

O let me kifs thee^ hold thee to my heart! 

A little moment, dear Adonis ’ flay’ 

And kifs thy Venus, ere thofe lips are clay. 

Let thofe dear lips by mine once more be preft, 

’Till thy iaft breath expire into my bread ; 

Then, when life’s ebbing pulfe fcarce fcarce can move# 
IT catch thy foul, and drink thy dying love. 

That laft-left pledge fliall footh my tortur’d bread. 

When thou art gone » 

When, far from me, thy gentle gliod explores 
Infernal Pluto’s grimly-glooming fliores* 

Wretch that I am* immortal and dn Inc, 

In life impnfon’d whom the fates confine. 

He comes! receive him to thine Iron-arms ; 

Bled queen of death 1 receive the prince of charms : 
For happier thou, to whofe wide realms repair 
Whatever lovely, and whatever fair. 

The fmiies of joy, the golden hours are fled : 

Grief, only giicf, furvives Adonis dead. 

The loves around in idle forrow dand. 

And the dim torch falls from the vacant hand. 

Hence the vain zone! the myrtle's do why piide! 
Pelight and beauty with Adonis died. 

Why didd thou, vent’rous, the wild chace explore, 
From his dark lair to rouze the tuflcy boar ? 

Far other fport might thofe fair limbs eiTay, 

Than the rude combat, or the favage frayt 


Thus 



DEATH OF ADONIS. 


Thus Venus griev’d— -the Cupids round deplore ; 
And mourn her beauty, and her love no more. 

Now flowing tears in filent grief complain. 

Mix with the purple flreams, and flood the plain. 

Yet not in vain thofe facred drops fhall flow. 

The purple flreams in blufhing rofes glow: 

And catching life from ev’ry falling tear. 

Their azure heads anemonies fhall rear. 

But ceafe in vain to cherifli dire delpair. 

Nor mourn unpitied to the mountain-air. 

The laft fad office let thy hand fupply. 

Stretch the fliff limbs, and clofe the glaring eye. 

That form repos’d beneath the bridal vefl. 

May cheat thy forrows with the feint of reft. 

For lovely' fmile thofe lips, though void of breath. 

And fair thofe featuics in the fhade of death, 

Hafle, fill with flow’rs, with rofy wreaths his bed 5 
Periffi the Rov/rs ! the Prince of beauty’s dead. 

Round the pale corfe each breatliing eflfence flrew. 

Let weeping myrtles pour their balmy dew ; 

Ferifh the balms, unable to reflore 

Thofe vital fweets of love that charm no more! 

’Tis done -Behold, with purple robes array’d. 

In mournful flate the clay-cold limbs are laid* 

The Loves lament with all the rage of woe. 

Stamp on the dart, and break the ufelefs bow''. 

Officious thefe the wat’ry urn fupply. 

Unbind the buikin’d leg, and wafti the bleeding thigh. 

O’er 
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O’er the pale body thofe their light wings wave. 

As yet, though vain, foHcitous to fave. 

All, wild with grief, their haplefs Queen deplore. 
And mourn her beauty, and her love no more, 
Dejedlcd Hymen droops his head forlorn. 

His torch extind, and flow ry treflfes torn ; 

For nuptial airs, and fongs of joy, remain 
The fad, flow dirge, the forrow-breathing flrain. 

Who wou’d not, when Adonis dies, deplore^ 

Who wou'd not weep when Hymen fmilcs no more ? 
The graces mourn the prince of beauty flain. 

Loud as Dione on her native main : 

The fates relenting join the general woe. 

And call the lover from the realms below. 

Vain hopelefs grief! can living founds pervade 
The dark, dead regions of eternal ihade ? 

Spare, Venus, fpare that too luxuriant tear 
For the long forrows of the mournful year. 

For thehng^ &c.] Numa feems to have borrowed the cuftom he 
inftituted of mourning a year foi the deceafed from the Giceks. For 
though It IS faid only ten months were fet apart, yet ten months 
were the year of Romulus till regulated by has fucceflbr. 


THE 
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THE HAPPINESS OF A MODERATE FORTUNE 
AND MODERATE DESIRES. 


I^ROIvI THE FRENCH OF MR. CRESSET, 1 760, 


GODDESS of the golden mean. 

Whom RiII misjudging folly flies. 

Seduc’d by each delufive fcene * 

Thy only fubjefls are the wife. 

Thefe feek thy paths with nobler aim. 

And trace them to the gates of Fame, 

See fofter’d m thy fa\ ’ring fhade. 

Each tender bard of verfe divine ! 

Who, lur'd by fortune’s a am parade. 

Had never foi m’d the tunef ul line 5 
By fortune lur’d or want confin’d, 

Whofe cold hand chills the genial mind# 

In vain you flight the flowery crown. 

That Fame wreathes round the favour’d head ! 
Whilfl: laureird vi6:ory and renown 
Their heroes from thy fhades have led; 

There form’d, from courtly foftnefs free. 

By rigid virtue and by thee. 
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By tliee were form’d, from cities far, 

Fabricius jufl:, Camillus wife, 

Thofe philofophic fons of war. 

That from imperial dignities 
Returning, plough’d their native plain. 

And plac’d their laurels in thy fane. 

Thrice happy he, on whofe calm bread 
The fmiles of peaceful wifdom play. 

With all thy fober charms polTed, 

Whofe wiflies never learnt to flray. 

Whom truth, of pleafures pure but giave. 

And penfive thoughts from folly fave* 

Far from the crowd’s low-thoughted diife. 

From all that bounds fair freedom’s aim. 

He envies not the pomp of life, 

A length of rent-roll, or of name: 

For fafe he views the vale-grown elm, 

While thunder-founding dorms tlie mountain pine 
o’er whelm. 

Of cenfure’s frown he feels no diead. 

No fear he knows of vulgar eyes, 

Whofe thought, to nobler objeds led. 

Far, fai o’er their horizon dies : ^ 

With reafon’s fudrage at his fide, 

Whofe firm heart reds felf-fatisfied» 


Mi 
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And while alternate conqneft fways 
The northern, or the fouthern lhore,f 
He fmiles at Fortune’s giddy maze. 

And calmly hears the wild lloim roar. 
Ev’n Nature’s groans, unmov’d with fear. 
And burning worlds he’d calmly hear. 

Such are the faithful hearts you love, 

O Friendship fair, immortal maid j 
The few caprice could never move. 

The few whom interefi never fway’d % 
Nor fhed unfeen, with hate refin’d. 

The pale cares o’er the gloomy mind. 

Soft deep, that lov’d the peaceful cell. 

On thefe defcends thy balmy power 5 
While no terrific dreams difpeli 
The numbers of the fober hour; 

Which oft, array’d in darknefs drear^ 
Wake the wild eye of pride to fear. 

Content with all a farm would yield. 

Thus Sr don’s monarch liv’d unknown. 
And figh’d to leave his little field. 

For the long glories of a throne - * — ^* 
There once more happy and more free. 
Than rank’d with Dioo’s anceftry. 

With thefe pacific virtues bled^ 

Thefe charms of philofophic eafe. 

Wrapt in your Richmond’s tranquil red. 
You pafs, dear C— — , your ufeful days. 
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Where Thames your filcnt valHes laves 
Proud of his yet untainted waves. 

Should life’s more public feenes engage 
Your time that thus conliftent flows. 

And folIo\ving dill thefe maxims fage 
For ever brings the fame repofe ; 

Your worth may greater fame procure. 

But hope not happinefs fo pure. 


TRANS- 
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translations from PETRARCH. 

SONNET CLXXIX. 

I'jCs. 


T hough nobly bom, to bumUe life refign’d ; 

The pareft heart, the moll enlighten’d mind ; 

A vernal flower that bears the fruits of age ! 

A chearful fpirit, with an afpe^: fage,— 

The power that rules the planetary train 
To her has given, nor fliall his gifts be vain. 

But on her worth, her various praife to dwell. 

The truth, the merits of her life to tell. 

The mufe herfelf would own the talk too hard. 

Too great the labour for the happieft bard. 

Drefs that derives from native beauty grace. 

And love that holds with honeHy his place j 
Adion that fpeaks— and eyes whofe piercing ray 
Might kindle darknefs, or obfcure the day! 


Vol^LXXL 


CL 


SONNET 
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SONNET CCLXXIX. 

1765. 


C'ALL^N the fair column, biased is the bajr, 
^ That {haded once my folitary (bore I 

I’ve loft what hope can never give me more. 
Though fought from Indus to the clofing day. 

My twofold treafure death has fnatch’d away. 

My pride, my pleafure left me to deplore ; 

What fields far-cultur’d, nor imperial fway. 

Nor orient gold, nor jewels can reftore. 

O deftiny fevere of human kind ! 

What portion have we unbedew’d with tears ? 
The downcaft vifage, and the penfive mind 
Through the thin veil of frailing life appears ; 
And in one moment vanifh into wind 

Thehard-earn’d fruits of long, laborious years, 


SONNET 
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SONNET CCLVII. 

1765. 

W HERE is that face, whofe flightefl: air could 
move 

My trembling heart, and Hrike the fprings of love ? 
That Heaven, where two fair flars, with genial ray. 
Shed their kind influence on my life’s dim way ? 

Where are that fcience, fenfe and worth confeft. 

That fpeech by virtue, by the graces draft ? 

Where are thofe beauties, where thofe charms com# 
bin’d. 

That caus’d this long captivity of mind ? 

Where the dear fliade of all that once was fair. 

The fource, thefolace of each amorous care ; 

My heart’s foie fovereign, nature’s only boaft ? 

Loft to the world, to me for ever loft{ 


0.2 
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SONNET CCXXXVIIE 

1761. 


W AILED the fweet warbler to the lonely fhadc; 
Trembled the green leaf to the fummer gale ; 
Fell the fair Itream in murmurs down the dale^ 
It’s banks, it’s flowery banks with verdure fpread. 
Where, by the charm of penfive Fancy led. 

All as I fram’d the love-lamenting tale. 

Came the dearobjed whom I ftill bewail. 

Came from the regions of the chearlefs dead 5 
And why, fhe cried, untimely wilt thou die ? 

A why, for pity, fhall thofe mournful tears. 

Start in wild forrow from that languid eye ? 

Cherilh no more thofe vifionary fears. 

For me, who range yon light-invefted fky! 

For me, who triumph in eternal years ! 


TRANS. 
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TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 


L E S BI A, live to love and pleafure, 
Carelefs what the grave may fay : 
When each moment is a treafure. 

Why Ihould lovers lofc a day ? 

Setting funs fhall rife in glory. 

But when little life is o^er. 

There’s an end of all the dory : 

We fhall fleep ; and wake no more# 

Give me then a thoufand killes. 

Twice ten thoufand more bellow. 

Till the fum of boundlefs bhlTes 
Neither we, nor envy know# 




MONODY 
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MONODY. 

SUNG BY A REDBREAST. 

T H E gentle pair that in thefe lonely lhades, 
Wandering, at eve or morn, I oft have feen^ 
Now all in vain Ifeek at eve or morn. 

With drooping wing, forlorn. 

Along the grove, along the daizied green. 

For them IVe warbled many a fummer’s day, 

’Till the light dews impearled all the plain. 

And the glad fhepherd fhut his nightly fold; 

Stories of love, and high adventures old 
Were the dear fub]e<5ls of my tuneful ftrain# 

Ah! where is now the hope of all my lay? 

Now they, perchance, that heard them all are dead ! 
With them the meed of melody is fled. 

And fled with them the liftening ear of praife. 
Vainly I dreamt, that when the wintry fky 
Scatter’d the white flood on the wafted plain. 

When not one berry, not one leaf was nigh. 

To foothe keen hunger’s pain. 

Vainly I dreamt my fongs might not be vain. 

That oft within the hofpi table hall 
Some fcatter’d fragment haply I might find. 

Some friendly crumb perchance for me defign’d. 


When 
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When feen defpairing on the neighbouring waD^ 
Deluded bird! thofe hopes are now no more! 
Dull time has blafted the departing year. 

And winter frowns fevere. 

Wrapping his wan limbs in his mantle hoar. 

Yet not within the hofpi table hall 
The chearful found of human voice I hears 
No piteous eye is near. 

To fee me drooping on the lonely wall# 
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TO A RED BREAST. 

¥ ITTLE bird, with bofom red. 
Welcome to my humble ihed! 
Courtly domes of high degree 
Have no room for thee and me. 

Pride and pleafure’s fickle throng 
Kothing mind an idle fong. 

Daily near my table Heal, 

While I pick my fcanty meal. 

Doubt not, little though there be. 

But ril call a crumb to thee j 
Well rewarded, if I fpy 
Pleafure in thy glancing eye ; 

See thee, when thou ’ft eat thy hll. 
Plume thy breaft, and wipe thy bill. 

Come, my feather’d friend, again 
Well thou know ’ft the broken pane. 

Afk of me thy daily ftore : 

Go not near Avaro’s door : 

Once Within his iron-hall. 

Woeful end lhall thee befalL 
Savage I— He would foon diveft 
Of its rofy plumes thy breaft ; 

Then, with folitary joy, ' 

Eat thee, bones and all, my boy I 
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AN ODE 

TO THE GENIUS OP WESTMORLAND* 

H ail hidden Power of thefe wild groves, 
Thefe uncoQtli rocks, and mountains grey ! 
Where oft, as fades the dofing day. 

The family of Fancy roves* 

111 what lone cave, what facred cell, 

Coasval with the birth of time. 

Wrapt in high cares, and thought fublime. 

In awful liience dofl thou dwell? 

Oft in the depth of winter^s reign. 

As blew the bleak winds o’er the dale^ 
Moaning along the diSant gale. 

Has fancy heard thy voice complain* 

Oft in the dark wood’s lonely way. 

Swift has (he feen thee glancingby; 

Or down the fummer evening Iky, 

Sporting in clouds of gilded day. 

If caught from thee the facred fire. 

That glow’d within my youthful breaft ; 

Thofe thoughts too high to be expreft. 

Genius, if thou did’fl once inlpire; 

O pleas’d accept this votive lay. 

That iu my native fhades retir’d. 

And once, once more by thee infpir’d. 

In gratitude I pay* 


HYMN 
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HYMN TO PLUTUS. 


^ RE AT God of wealth, 
throne 


before whofe facra! 


Truth, honour, genius, fame and worth lie prone ! 
To thy throng’d temples take one votary more : 
To thee a Poet never kneePd before. 


Adieu the gods that caught my early prayer I 
Wifdom that frown’d, and knowledge fraught with 
care! 

Frlendfhip that every veering gale could move! 

And tantalizing hope, and faithlefs love ’ 

Thefe, thefe are flaves that in thy livery fhine! 

For Wifdom, friendfhip, love himfelf is thmel 

For thee Til labour down the mine’s dark way, 

And leave the confines of enlivening day; 

For thee AJlurid^ fhming fands explore. 

And bear the fplendors of Potofi’s ore ; 

Scale the high rock, and tempt the raging fea, 

And think, and toil, and wifh, and wake for thee. 

Farewell the fcenes that thoughtlefs youth could 
pleafe ; 

The flowery fcenes of indolence and eafe.^ 

Where you the way With magic powei beguile, 
Baflbra’s deeps, or Lybia’s defarts fmile* 


Foes 
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Foes of thy worth, that, infolent and vain. 
Deride thy maxims, and rejed thy reign. 

The frantic tribe of virtue fhall depart. 

And male no more their ravage in my hearts 
Away The tears that pity taught to flowi'^ 
Away that anguifh for a brother’s vi^oe! 

Adieu to thefe, and every tirefome gueft. 

That drain’d my fortunes or deftroy’d my reft I 

Ah, good Avaro! could I thee defpife? 

Thee, good Avaro; provident and wife? 

Plutus, forgive the bitter things Pve faid ! 

I love Avaro} poor Av arc’s dead. 

Yet, yet I’m thine ; for fame’s unerring tongue 
In thy footh’d ear thus pours her ftlver fong. 
Immortal Plutus ! God of golden eafe I 
Form’d every heart, and every eye to pleafe ! 

For thee content her downy carpet fpreads. 

And rofy pleafure fwells her genial beds. 

’Tis thine to gild themanftons of defpair; 

And beam a glory round the brows of care* 

To cheat the lazy pace of lleeplefs hours. 

With marble fountains, and ambrolial bowers/' 

0 grant me, Plutus, fcenes like thole I fung. 

My youthful lyre when vernal fancy ftrung. 

P'or me their lhades let other Studleys rear. 
Though each tree’s water’d with a widow’s tear! 




Deteftcd 
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Detefted God !— forgive me! I adore. 

Great Plutiis, grant me one petition more. 

Should Delia, tender, generous, fair and free. 
Leave love and truth, and facrifice to thee, 

I charge thee, Plutus, be to Delia kind. 

And make her fortunes richer than her mind. 

Be hers the wealth all heaven’s broad eye can view j 
Grant her, good God, Don Philip and Peru. 


HYMN 
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HYMN TO HUMANITY. 


1 . 

P AR EN T of virtue, if thine ear 
Attend not now to Sorrow'^s cry^ 

If now the pity-ftreaming tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry; 

Indulge my votive flirain, O fweet Humanity. 

11 . 

Come, ever welcome to my breaft ! 

A tender, but a chearful giieft. 

Nor always in the gloomy cell 
Of life-confuming forrow dwells 
For forrow, long-indulg’d and llow^ 

Is to Humanity a foe ; 

And grief, that makes the heart its prey. 

Wears fenlibility away. 

Then comes, fweet nymph, inftead of thee. 

The gloomy fiend. Stupidity. 

m. 

O may that fiend be bgnifhed far. 

Though pafilons hqld eternal wari 
Nor ever let me ceafe to know 
The pulfe that throbs at joy or woe. 

Nor let my vacant cheek be dry. 

When forrow fills a brother's eye; 

Nor may the tear that frequent fiows 
Frqm private or from focial woes, 

^Ere 
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338 

E’er make this pleallng fenfe depart. 
Ye Cares, O harden not my heart! 


IV. 

If the fair flar of fortune fmile. 

Let not its flattering power beguile. 
Nor, borne along the fav’ring tide. 
My full fails fwell with bloating pride. 
Let me from wealth but hope content. 
Remembering ftill it was but lent ; 

To model!: merit fpread my (lore. 
Unbar my hofpitable door ; 

Nor feed, for pomp, an idle train. 
While want unpitied pines in vain. 

V. 

If heaven, in every purpofe wife; 
The envied lot of wealth denies; 

If doomed to drag lifers painful load 
Through poverty’s uneven road. 

And, for the due bread of the day, 
Deftin’d to toil as well as pray ; 

To thee, Humatity, ftill true. 

Til wifh the good I cannot do ; 

And give the wretch, that paftes by, 
A foothing word — a tear — a ftgh. 

VL 

Howe’er exalted, or depreft. 

Be ever mine the feeling breaft* 


From 
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From me remove the ftagnant mind 
Of languid indolence, reclin’d j 
The foul that one long fabbath keeps. 

And through the fun’s whole circle fleeps ; 

Dull Peace, that dwells in Folly’s eye. 

And felf-attending Vanity. 

Alike, the fooHlh, and the vain 
Are ftrangers to the fenfe humane, 

VIL 

O for that fympathetic glow 
Which taught the holy tear to How, 

When the prophetic eye furvey’d 

Sion in future afhes laid 

Or, rais’d to heaven, implor’d the bread 

That thoufands in the defart md I 

Or, when the heart o’er friendfbip’s grave 

Sighed , — and forgot its power to fave— 

0 foi that fympathetic glow 
Which taught the holy tear to flow I 

viir. 

It comes ; It fills my labouring brealL 

1 feel my beating heart opprefl. 

Oh 1 hear that lonely widow’s wail! 

See her dim eye! her afpe<fl: pale! 

To heaven {he turns in deep defpair. 

Her infants wonder at her prayer. 

And, mingling tears they know not why. 

Lift up their little hands, and cry. 

O God ! their moving forrows fee! 

Support them^ fweot HxjMANixy ! 

IX. life. 
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LifCj liird wkli grief’s d^ftrefsfal trams 
For er aflvS the tear humane^ 

Bohold in yon unconfcious grove 
The vidims of ill-fated love I 
Heaid you that agonizing throe? 

Sure this is not romantic woe ! 

The golden day of joy is o’er 5 

And now they part — — to meet no more. 

Affid: them, hearts from angnifli free! 

AfTiO: them, fwcet Humanity! 

Xo 

Parent of virtue, if thine ear 
Attend not now to Sorrow’s cry 5 
If now the pi ty-ft reaming tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry. 

Indulge m} votive ftrain, O fweet Humanity! 


EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE TO MR. — 

I7R O M fcenes where fancy no excuxfion tries^ 

Nor trafts her wing to fmoke-inveIop*d lkks| 

Far from the town's detefted haunts remov'd ^ 

And nought but thee deferted that I lov'd ; 

From noife and folly and the world got free. 

One truant thought yet only flays for thee. 

What is that world which makes the heart its flave B 
A reftlefs fea revolving wave on wave ; 

There rage the florms of each uncertain clime t 
There float the wrecks of fortune and of time : 

There hope’s fmooth gales in foft fucceflion blow^ 
While difappointment hides the rock below. 

The fyrexi pleafures tune their fatal breath. 

And lull you to the long repofe of death. 

What is that world ? at —— ^tis no more 
Than the vext ocean while we walk the fhore. 

Loud roar the winds and fwell the wild waves Hgh|, 
Lafh the rude beach, and frighten all the iky| 

No longer fhall my little bark be rent. 

Since refign’d her anchor to ConUrtS^ 

Like fome poor fifher that, cfcap’d with Ufej 
Will truft no more to elemental flrife ; 

But fits in fafety on the green-bank fide. 

And lives upon the leavings of the tide 5 
Like him contented you your friend fhall fee^ 

As fafe, as happy, and as poor as he, 

Vol.LXXI, R 
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TO A LADY. 

©N READING AN El EGY WRITTEN BY HER 

ON^THE SEARCH OF HAPPINESS. 

T O feek the lovely nymph you fing 

I’\ e wander’d many a weary mile, 

Fiom grove to gro\e, from fpring to fpring ^ 

If here or there (he deign’d to fmile. 

Nay, what I now muft blufh to fay. 

For fure it hap’d in- evil hour ; 

I once fo far millook my way. 

To feek her in the haunts of Power* 

How fhould fuccefs my fearch betide, 

When ftill fo far I wander’d wrong ? 

For llapphiefs on Anoix/e s fide, 

Was liftening to Maria's fong. 

Delighted thus with you to flay, 

What hope ha\ e I the nymph to fee 3 
Uiilefb you ceafe 5- our magic lay. 

Or bnog her in your arms to 
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A MONODY^ 

INSCRIBED TO MY WORTHY FRIEND J. S, 

BEING WRITTEN IN HIS GARDEN AT AMWELLj. 
IN HERTFORDSHIRE, THE BEGINNING OF THE 
YEAR 1669, 


L 

F riend of my Genius ! on wliofe natal hour. 
Shone the fame Star, but fhone with brighter 
ray 5 

Oft as amidft thy Amwell's fliades I Rray, 

And mark thy true tafte m each winding bovver. 

From my full eye why falls the tender fnower ? 

While other thoughts than thefe fair Scenes convey. 
Bear on my trembling mind, and melt its powers 
away* 


11 . 

Ah me ! my friend ! in happier hours I fpread 
Like thee, the wild walk o'er the varied plain ; 
The fairell tribes of Floras painted tram. 

Each bolder Ihrub that grac’d her genial bed. 
When old Sjlvanus, by young wifhes led. 

Stole to her Arms, of fuch fair offspring vain. 
That bore their mother's beauties on their head, 

R 2 
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in. 

Like thee^ infpiied by Io\e— ’twas Delias cbarnis^ 
^Twus Dehas talle the ncvv Creation ga\e; 

For her my Groves in plaintive fighs would wave^ 
And call her abfent to their maker’s arms. 


I\L 

She comes — Ye flowers your faireft blooms unfold! 

Ye waving Groves^ yuur plaxntive fighs forbear! - 
Breathe al! vcw iiagrance to the amorous air. 

Ye aniling ihrabs whofe heads are cloath’d i\ith 
gold! 


V. 

She cornes, by truth, by fair ahedion "^ed. 

The long-Iov’d miftrefs of my faithful heart t 
The millrefs of my foul, no more to part. 

And all my hopes, and all my vows are fped. 
Vain, vain delufions ! dreams for ever fled ! 

Eie twice the Spring had waked the genial houXj 
The lovely parent bore one beauteous flower^ 

And drooped her gentle head. 

And funk, for ever funk, into her filcnt Bed, 


VI. 

Friend of my genius ! partner of my fate? 
To equal fenfe of painful fulFering bom! 
From whofe fond bread a lovely parent 
Bedew'd thy pale cheek with a tear fo 
Oh! let us mindful of the fliort# fhort datr> 
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Us 

That bears the fpoil of human hopes away^ 

Indulge fweet memory of each happier day ! 

No! clofe^ for ever clofe the ii on-gate 
Of cold oblivion on that dreary cell. 

Where the pale Oiades of pafl enjoyments dwell. 

And, pointing to their bleeding bofoms fay. 

On life’s difaftrous hour what varied woes await! 

vir. 

Let fcenes of fofter, gentler kind. 

Awake to fancy ’’s foo thing call. 

And milder on the penfive mind. 

The {hadowed thought of grief fhalj falL 
Oft as the ilowly-clofing day 
Draws her pale mantle from the dew-Har’s eye. 

What time, the fhepherd’s cry 
Leads from the paHured hills his flocks away^ 

Attentive to the tender lay 
That fleals fiom Phtlo?jiela' s breafl. 

Let us in mufing fi fence flray. 

Where Lee beholds in mazes flow 
His uncomplaining waters flow. 

And all his whlfpering fliores invite the charm o? 
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IMITATIONS OF WALLER. 

waller to ST. EVREMOND. 

O Vales of Ten/htirfi now fo long nnfeen ^ 

Forgot each fecure (liade, each winding green | 
'Fhofe lonely paths what art haie I to tread, 

Where once young Lo\e, the blind enthufiaft,, led ? 
Vet if the Genius of your confcious gioves 
His 6 ^dtiey in my ^SachartJ/a lo\ es ; 

him with pride her cruel pow er unfold ; 

By him my pains let Evumond be told. 


INSCRIPTIONS ON A BEECH TREE IN 
THE ISLAND OF SICILY. 

O WEET Land of MufesI o’er whofe favoured 
^ plains 

Ceres and Flora held alternate fway ; 

By Jon^e refrefh’d wilh life-diffufing rains# 

By Pheehus bleft with every kinder ray I 

O with what Pride do I thofe times furvey^, 

IVhen Freedom, by her ruRIc mmRrels led^ 

Dance^d on the green lawn many a Summer Vthy, 
Wliile pailoral eafe reclin'd her carelefs head. 


la 



IMITATIONS -WALlBR. 

In tliefe foft iliades ; ere yet that Shepherd fled^^ 

'Whole midic pierc’d Earth, Air, and Heaven and 
Hell, 

And called the ruthlefs tyrant of the dead 
From the dark {lumbers of his iron cell* 

His ear unfolding caught the magic fpell : 

He felt the founds glide foftly through his heart ; 
The founds that deign’d of love’s fweet power to tell; 
And as they told, would point his golden dart, 

Fiji’d was the God ; nor power had he to part. 

For the fair daughter of the {heaf-crown’d queen. 
Fair without pride, and lovely without art. 

Gather’d herw'ild flowers on the daified green. 

He faw, he ligh’d; and that unmeking breall. 

Which arms the hand of death, the power of Love con- 
fefs’d. 


THE 
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THE BUG HESS OF MAZARIN, 

ON HER RETIRING INTO A CONTENT* 

Y e holy cares that fiaant thefe lonely cells, 

Tl>efe fcenes where falutary iadnefs dwells $ 

Ye fighs that minute the How wafting day. 

Ye pale regrets that wTar my life away ; 

O bid thefe palTions for the world depart, 

Thefe wild defires, and vanities of heart. 

Hide every trace of vice, of follies paft. 

And yield to Hea^Tn the vidory at laft* 

To that the poor remains of life are due, 

^Tis Heaven that calls, and I the call purfue* 

Lord of my life, my future cares are thine. 

My lov^e, my duty greet thy holy fhrine : 

No more my heart to vainer hopes I give* 

But live for thee, whofe bounty bids me live* 

The power that gave thefe little charms their gtace^ 
His favours bounded, and confined their fpace* 

Spite of thofe charms lhall time, with rude elTay^i 
Tiear from the cheeh the tranfient rofe away. 

But the free mind, ten-thoufand ages paft. 

Its Maker’s form, fhall with its Maker laft. 


Uncertlin objeds Hill our hopes employ ; 
Uncertain all that bears the name of Joy! 

3 



DUCHESS OF 


Of all that feels the injuries of fate 
XJncertain is the fearch, and fhort the date. 

Yet ev’n that boon what thoufands wilh to gain ? 

That boon of deaths the fad refource of painl 

. Once on my path all Fortune’s glory fell. 

Her vain magnificence, and courtly fwell: 

Love touch’d my foul at leaf! with foft dej5resj> 

And vanity there fed her meteor hies. 

This truth at M the mighty fcenes let 
An hour of innocence was worth them alL 

Lord of my life! O, let thy facredray 
Shine o’er my heart, and break its clouds away! 
Deluding, flattering, faithicfs world adieu ! 

Long haft thou taught me, God is only ran e ! 

That God alone I truft, alone adore. 

No more deluded, and milled no morco 

Come, facred hour, when wavering doubts fiial| 
eeafel 

Come holy fcenes of long repofe and peace I 
Yet fhali my heart, to other interefts true, 

A moment balance ’twixc the world and you ? 

Gf penftve nights, of long-reftefting days. 

Be yours, at kft, the triumph and the praife ! 

Great, gracious mafter, whofe unbounded fway. 

Felt through ten-thoufand worlds, thofe worlds obey^ 
Wilt thou for once thy aweful glories (hade. 

And deign t’ efpoufe the creature thou haft made B 

AH 
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All other tics indignant I difclaini^ 

Bilhonour’d thofe, and infamous to name! 

O fatal ties, for which fnch tears Tve Ihcd, 

For which the pleafures of the world lay dead! 
That world s foft pleafures you alone difarm ; 

That world without you, ftill might have its charnlo 
But now thofe feenes of tempting hope I clofe. 

And feck the peaceful ftudics of repofe ; 

Look on the paft as time that ftole away. 

And beg the blefilngs of a happier day. 

Yc gay faloons, yc golden-veiled halls. 

Scenes of high treats and heart-bewdtehing balls! 
Drefs, hgttre^ fplendor, charms of play, farewelh 
And all the toilet’s fcience to excel; 

Even love that ambuflied in this beauteous hair. 

No more fiall he, like Indimi archers, there. 

Go, erring love ! for naWer objedfs given I 
Go, beauteous hair, a facrifice to Heaven i 

^oon lhall the veil thefe glowing features hide. 
At once the period of their power and pride I 
ITht hiiplefs lover fhall no more complain 
vows unheard, or unrewarded pain ; 

While calmly deep in each untortur’d breaft 
My fecret forrow^ and his hghs profelf. 

Go, flattering train ^ and, flaves to me no more 
With the fame iighs fome happier fair adore 1 
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Your alter'd faith, I blame not/nor bewail-^ 
And haplj?'}^et, (what woman is not fradlj 
Yet, haplj, might I calmer minutes prove. 

If he that lov’d me knew no other love! 

Yet were that ardour, which his bread infpirUi, 
B} charms of more than mortal beauty fir’d ; 
What nobler pride ^ could I to Heaven refign 
The zeal, the fervice that I boaded mine ^ 

O, change your falfe defires, }e Mattering train! 
And lo^e me pious, vthom ye lov’d profane I 

Thefe long adieus with lov ers doom’d to go. 

Or prove their merit, or my weaknefs Ihew, 

But Heaven, to fuch foft frailties lefs fevere. 

May fpare the tribute of a female tear. 

May yield one tender moment to deplore 
Thofe gentle hearts that I muft hold no morcu 
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‘THE V I C E R ■ O y," 

ADDRESSED TO THE 

EARL OF HALIFAX'a 

rXPST PUBLISHES IN 

WAS on Time’s birth-dajjj when the voice dL 

Wak’d flceping Natures while her infant eye. 

Yet trcmblingp flruggFd with created light 5 

The heaven-born Mufe, fprung from the fource fublime 

Of 

^ The fallowing Refolution of the Infli Houfe of Com«ions 
fpcdling the Revenue of the Lord Lieutenant, and his Ixcelleacytsi 
Speech in confequence thereog,^^ WiU both iliuftrate this Poem aitd 
fhew the Qccafion of it. ' 

C<?py of a Resolution Irish Paplament, 

fycBing the Revenut d Lieutenant. 

P^ffnerisy 26, Feh, 176SJ, 

Refolvedp conh adumu^ That an addrefs be piefentcd 

to his Excellency the Lord Lieutenant^ that he will reprefent to his 
Majeily the fenfe of this Houfe, that the entertainments and ap- 
pomtmenta of the Loid Lieutenant of Ireland aie become inadequate 
to the dignity of that high office, and to tho expence wiffi which it 
Ig^ ^nd oq^t to be fupported ; and that it Ihc humble defire of this 
Houfe, that his Majofiy will be gracioufly pleafed to grant fuch an 
augmentation to the entertainment of the X*ord Lieutenant for the 
time being, aS| with the prefent allowances, will m the whole 
amount to the annual fum of Sixteen Thoufand Pounds, And to 
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Of Harmony immortai^, fei received 
Her facred mandate, Go, ferapbic maid. 
Companion ilill to Nature ! from her works 
Derive thy lay melodious, great, like thofe. 

And 


evprefs that fatisfa£\ion whjch we feel at the pkafing hope, that this 
juil and neceffar) augmentation fliould take place during the admi- 
niftration of a Chief Governor, whofe many gieat and amiable 
litres, whofe wife and happy adminiftratjon m the government at 
this kingdom, have umverfalJy endeared him to the people of lre»- 




E. STERLING. 
H. ALCOCK. 
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Copy of the Answer^ the Lord Lieutenant to the 
Address of^/oeEiov ss^Of Commons, Feh. 27, 1762. 

I {hall take the firfl opportunity of laying before his Majefty 
ihe fenfe of the Houfe of Commons contained m this Addrefs. I 
enter fully into the truly liberal motives which have influenced your 
conduit in this unanimous refolution. That^ou are fohcitous not 
only to fupport h’s Majefty’s government but to fupporl it with be=> 
coming grandeur and magnificence, refleits* the higheft honour on 
yourfelves, that you have chofenshe time of my adminiftration , that 
you ha\e diflinguiflied my perfpaasthe objeil of your favour, refleifs 
she highefl: credit on me ; and J muft ever ctmflder this- event as one 
of the mod: fortunate and honourable circumftacces of jpity hfe. What- 
ever merit you afcribe to me In the government dllhis kmgdoiTj, 
m reality anfei from your own conduiV, though your partiality 
would transfer it ro mme. Your unanimity has flrfl: created this 
meiit, and yourhberaiity v^uld now reward it, 

** I am fenfibleof th&bhgation you confer , and I can In no way 
properly demonftrate my fenfe of it, ]}Vit by being, as I am, unal- 
terably determined to implore his Majefty, that I may be permitti^d 
to enjoy it pure and unmixed with the lucrative advantages, which 
you propofe fliouid attend its This s^eftiojiate add jefs is intended 

9S 
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And elegantly fimple. In thy train, 

Glory, and fair renown, and deathlefs fame 
Attendant ever, each immortal name. 

By thee deem’d facied, to yon flarry vault 
Shall bear, and llamp in charaders of gold. 

Be thine the care, alone where truth dire(S:s 
The firm heart, where the love of human kind 
Inflamcf) the patriot fpint, there to foothe ' 

as an honour to me , that intention has, on. your part, been fully 
anfwtred to make it truly honom ilk, fomethmg is ftiU necclTary 
on mine It becomes me to vie with the gtnerofity of parliament, 
and to keep up an emulation oi leiiumenl. It has been my duty, m 
the courfe of this fdhon, to propofe large plans of public expence, 
and to promife an attention to public aconom> , and I could not 
without pain fubmit, that the eftablilhment, already burthened at 
my recommendation, fhould be ftill lurlher charged for my own 
particular profit 

But while I confider myfelf at liberty to fdcnfice tny private 
interefts to my private feelings, 1 muft consider myfelf as bound 
likewife to cpafult, in compliance with your enlarged and liberal 
fentiments, the future Tupport of the ftaiion in which I am placed, 
to ihedignit) of which the emoluments are, as }ou reprclent them, 
inadequate I (lull tranlnit thcrefoie the fenfe of the Houfeof 
Commons, that the 4iugmen ration which your generofity has pro- 
pofed, may, if his M.qcfty fliall think fit, be made theeflablilh- 
mentof my fucee0br, wheil he fhall enter on the government of thi* 
kingdom j and when it is probab% the circumftances of this country 
may be better able to lupport additional burthen* But while 
1 muft decline accepting any prt of the'ipirofits, 1 rejoice to charge 
myfelf wifh the whole of the obligation Abundantly happy, if when 
J fhall hereafter be removed from this high, and, through your fa- 
vour, defirable fuuation, I fhould leave it,’ through your liberality, 
augmented in its cmolum^UtJj and by my inability not diminiflied 
sn Its reputation,’* 
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^ Tlie toils of virtue with mdodious praife : 

For thofe, that fmiling feraph bids thee wake 
^ His golden lyre; for thofe, the young-ey’d Sun 
Gilds this fair-formed world ; and genial fpring 
Throws many a green wreath, liberal ^ from his* 
bofom.’’ 

So fpake the voice divine, whofe laft fweet found 
Gave birth to Echo, tuneful nymph, that loves 
The Mufe’s haunt, dim grove, or lonely dale, 

Or high wood old ; and, liftening while flie fings. 
Dwells iir long rapture on each falling llrain,. 

O Halifax, an humble Mufe, that dwells 
Infcenes like thefe, aftranger to the world, 

To thee a Granger, late has- learnt thy fame. 

Even in this vale of flence , from the v oice 
Of Echo learnt it, and, like her, delights, 

With thy lov’d name, to make thefe wild v oods vocaL 

Spirits of ancient time, to high renown 
By martial glory rais’d, and deeds auguft, 

Atchiev’d for Britain’s freedom ! Patj^ot hearts^ 

That, fearlefs of a tyrant’s threatening arm, , 

Embrac’d your bleeding countji^l o’er the page. 

Where Hiftory triumphs in year holy names. 

O’er the dim monuments that mark your graves. 

Why ilreams my eye with pleaftre ? ’Tis the joy 
The fofe delight that through the full bread Sows, 

From fweet remembrance of departed virtue ! 


0 Brltdn: 
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O Britain^ parent of illuftrious names. 

While o’er thy annals memory fhoots her eye 
How the heart glow's, rapt with high-wondenng love^ 
And aemulons eileem! Hail, Syokey, hail I 
Whether Arcadian blythe, by fountain clear^ 

Piping thy love-lays wild, or Spartan bold. 

In freedom's van difiinguilh’d, Sydney, haitf 
Oft o’er thy laiirell’d tomb from hands unfeen 
Fall dowers 5 oft m the vales of Penfhurll fair 
Menaica, flepping from his evening fold, 

Lidcneth flrange inulic, from the tiny breath 
Of fairy mindrels warbled, which of old# 

Dancing to thy fweet lays, they learned welL 

On Raleigh's grave, O drew the fweeteft flowers 
That on the bofom of the green vale blow 1 
There hang your vernal wreaths, ye village-maids ! 

Ye mountain nymphs, your crowns of wild thyme 
bring 

To Ra L F I gh’s Iionoui’d grave ! There bloom the bay^ 
The virgin rofe, that, blufhing to be feen. 

Folds Its fair leaves ; for modeft worth was his ; 

A mind where truth, philofophy’s hrft born. 

Held her harmonious mignz a Briton’s bread# 

That, careful ftiilof freedom’s holy pledge, 

Bifdam’d the mean art$ of a tyrant’s court, 

Bifdain’d and died ! Where w^as thy fpirit then. 

Queen of fea-crowning illes, when Raleigh bled ? 
Xiow well he ferv’d thee, let Iherm tell ! 

Afkproftrate Cah^^tx trembling at his name. 

How 
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How well he ferv’d thee ; when her vanquifli'd hand 
Held forth the bafe bribe, how he fpurn d it from him*- 
And cried, I fight for Britain! Hillory rife. 

And blafl the reigns that redden with the blood 
Of thofe that gaie them glor}^ • Happier days, 

Gilt with a Bru NS wick's paient fmile, await 
The honour’d Viceroy. More aufpimcas hour® 

Shall Halifax behold, nor gneveto End 
A favour’d land ungrateful to his care. 

O for the Mufe of Milton, to lecord 
The honours of that day, when full conven’d 
Hielrnia's fenate with one voice proclaim’d 
A nation’s high applaufe, when, long opprell 
With wealth-confuming war, their eager love 
Advanc’d the princely dignity’s fupport. 

While Halit tx prefided ! O, belov’d 
B> every mufe, giace of the polifh’d court. 

The peafant s guardian, then what pleafure felt 
Thy liberal bofom * not the low delight 
Of^ fortune’s added gifts, greatly declin’d ; 

No ; ’twas the fupieme blifs that fills the breafi| 

Of confcious virtue, happy to behold 
Her cares fuccefsful in a nation’s joy. 

But O, ye fillers of the facred fpring. 

To fweeteft accents tune the poHfli’d lay. 

The mafic of perfuafion! You alone 
Can paint that eafy eloquence that flow’d 
In Attic llrcams, from Halifax that flow’d, 

VoL. LXXI. S 


When 



LANGHOUHE'S POEM Sc 


When all lerne liflen^d. Albion heard ^ 

Ami Iclta parent s joy: no more, Hiccried^ 

No more fball Gieece the man of Athens boafti, 

Whofe magic periods fmooth’d the Hftening wave 
Of rapt Ilyffus. Rome fhall claim no more 
The fiowery path of eloquence alone 
To grace her confors brow; for never fpoke 
Himeria's Viceroy words of fairer phrafe* 

Foigetful of Alpheus’ haftening ftream. 

When Arethufa Hop'd her golden tide. 

And call’d her nymphs, and call'd her Ihepherd (wains 
To leave their fwcet pipes filent. Silent lay 
Your pipes, Hibernian fhepherds, Liffey fmird* 
And on his foft hand lean'd his dimply cheek. 
Attentive : Once fo Wharton fpokc,'' he cried,, 

Unhappy Wharton! whofe young eloquence 
Yet vibrates on mine ear/' Whatever powers^ 
Whatever genii old, of vale or grove 
The high inhabitants, all throng’d to hear- 
Syjlvanos came, and from his temples grey 
His oaken chaplet iung, left haply leaf 
Or interpofmg bough ihould meet the found. 

And bar its foft approaches to his ear» 

Pan ceas'd to pipe— n^iwoment ceas'd— for then 
Sufpicion grew, that Phoerxjs in difguife 
His ancient reign invaded: down he caft. 

In petulance, his reed $ but feiz’d it foon 

And fill'd the woods with clangor. Meafures wild 

The wanton Satyrs dano’d, then Eftening ftood. 

And 
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And gaz’d with uncouth joy. 

But hark i wild riots lhake the peaceful plaih^ 

The gathering tumult roais, and fadion opes 
Her blood-requefting eve. The fngkted Twain 
Mourns o’er his wailed labours, and implores 
His country’s guardian. Previous to his wiih 
That guardian’s care he found. The tumult ceas’d. 
And fadion clos’d her biood-requefhng eye. 

Be thefc thy honours, Halifax! and thefe 
The liberal mufe, that never Gain’d her page 
With flattery, (hall lecord . from each lot\^ view. 

Each mean connedion free, her praife is fame. 

O, could her hand in future times obtain 
One humble garland from th^ Aonian tree, 

With joy Ihe’d bind it on thy favour’d head. 

And greet thy judging ear with fweetni flrains I 

Mean while purfue, in public virtue’s path. 

The palm of glory : only there will bloom 
Pierian lauiels. Should’ft thou deviate thence, 

Perifli the bloflbms of fair-folding fame! 

Ev’n this poor wreath, that now affeds thy brow. 
Would lofe its little bloom, the mufe repine, . 

And blufh that Halifax had flole her praife. 


S s 
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PRECEPTS OF CONJUGAL PIAPPINESS, 

ADDRESSED TO 

A LADY ON HER MARRIAGE. 

FIRST PUBLISHED IK I767* 

F riend, fiRer, partner of that gentle heart. 
Where my foul lives, and holds her dearefl part ; 
While love’s fDft raptures thefe gay hours employ. 
And time puts on the yellow robe of joy. 

Will you, Maria, mark with patient ear. 

The moral mufc, nor deem her fong fevere ? 

Tlirough the long courfe of life’s unclouded day. 
Where fweet contentment fmiles on virtue’s way ; 
Where Fancy opes her ever-varying views. 

And Hope llrews flowers, and leads you as fhc ftrews; 
May each fair plcafure court thy favour’d breafl. 

By Truth protedled, and by lo\e carefs’dl 

So friendfhip vows, nor lhall her vows be vain ; 
For every pleafure comes in virtue’s train ; 

Each charm that tender fympathies impart. 

The glow of foul, the tranfports of the heart. 

Sweet meanings that in filent truth convey 
Mind into mind, and Real the foul away,. 


Thefe 
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Thefe gifts, O virtue, thefe are all thy own ; 

Loll to the vicious, to the vain unknown! 

Yet bleft with thefe, and happier charms than thefe. 
By nature form’d, by genius taught to pleafe, 

Ev’n you, to prove that mortal gifts are vain. 

Mull yield your human facrifice to pain ; 

The wizard care {hall dim thofe brilliant eyes. 

Smite the fair urns, and bid the waters rife. 

With mind unbroke that darker hour to bear. 

Nor, once his captive, drag the chains of care, 

Hope's radiant funlhine o’er the fcenc to pour, 

Noi future joys in prefent ills devour, 

Thefe arts your philofophic friend may fhew. 

Too well experienc’d in the fchool of woe. 

When finks the heart, by tranfient grief opprefi:, 
Seek not refledlion, for it wounds the breaft. 

While memory turns, to happier objeds blind. 
Though once the friend, the traitor of the mind, 

Paft fcenes of pain is fiudious to explore. 

Forgets its joys, and thinks its fiiff’rings o’er* 

To life’s horizon forward turn your eye, 

Fafs the dim cloud, and view the bright’ning Iky ; 

On hope's kind wing more genial climes furvey. 

Let fancy join, but reafon guide your way. 

For fancy. Ml to tender woes inclin’d. 

May foothe the heart, but mifdireds the mind. 

s 3 


The 
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The fourcc of half our angiiifh, half our tear?. 

Is the u rong c^uidud of out hopcb and fears; 

Like ill-train’d children, ftill their treatment fuch, 
Lchiain d too raflily, or indulg’d too much. 

Hence hope, projedmg more than life can gi\ e. 

Would live With angels, or lefufe to live ; 

Hence fpleen-ey’d fear, o er-adlmg caution’s part. 
Betrays thofe fuccours reafon lends the heart. 

Yet thefe, fubmitted to fair truth*s controul, 

Thefe tyrants aie the fervants of the foul : 

Through s ales of peace the dove-like hope lhall Hray, 
And bear at Eve her olive bianch away, 
lu Ct feene fome diftant chaun defery. 

And hold It forward to the bright ning eye; 

While watchiul fear, if fortitude maintain 
Hci trembling ileps, fhall ward the diilant pain. 

Should erring nature cafual faults difclofe. 

Wound not the breall that harbours your repofe : 

For ev’ry grief that breaH from you lhall prove. 

Is one link broken in the chain of love. 

Soon, with their objeds, other woes are pa^. 

But pains from thofe we love are pains that lalL 
Though faults or follies from reproach may By, 

Yet in its lhade the tender pallions die. 

Love, like the flower that courts the fun’s kind ray. 
Will flourifh only in the {miles of day ; 


Diftruft's 
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Dxftruft’s cold air the generous plant annojs. 

And one chill blight of dire contempt dellroys 
O fhun, my friend, avoid that dangerous coaft^ 

Where peace expires, and fair aSedion's lofli 
By wit, by gr^ef, by anger urg’d, foibear 
The fpeech contemptuous, and the fcornful air# 

If heart-felt quiets thoughts unmix’d with pain. 
While peace weaves flowers o'er Hymen’s golden chain. 
If tranquil days, if hours of fmiling eafe. 

The fenfe of pleafure, and the powder to pleafe. 

If charms like thefe deferve your ferious care. 

Of one dark foe, one dangerous foe beware! 

Like Heda*s mountain, while his heart’s in ilame. 

His afped’s coki, and Jealoufy’s his name. 

His hideous birth his wild diforders prove. 

Begot by Hatred on defpairlng Love I 
Her throes in rage the frantic mother bore. 

And the fell fire with angry curies tore 
His fabk hair — Diftrull beholding fmil’d. 

And lov’d her image in her future child# 

With cruel care, iaduftrious to impart 
Each painful fenfe, each foul-tormenting art. 

To doubt’s dim fhrme her haplefs charge fhe led. 

Where never fleep reliev’d the burning head. 

Where never grateful fancy footh’d fufpence. 

Or the dear charms of eafy confidence. 

Hence fears eternal, ever-refilefs care. 

And all the dire afibciates of defpair# 

S ^ 


Hence 
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Hence all the woes he found that peace deftroy. 

And dafli with pain the fparkhng ftream of joy. 

When lo\ e’s warm breall, from rapture’s trembling 
height. 

Falls to the temp’rate meafures of delight ; 

When calm delight to cafy friendfhip turns. 

Grieve not that Hymen's torch more gently burns* 
Unerring nature, in each purpofe kind. 

Forbids long tianfports to ufmp the mind; 

For, oft diffolv’d in joy’s oppreffive ray. 

Soon would the hnei faculties decay. 

True tender love one even tenor keeps ; 

^Tis reafon’s flame, and burns when pafTion fleeps* 

The charm connubial, like a flream that glides 
Through life’s fair vak, with no unequal tides. 

With many a plant along its genial fide, 

W^ith many a flower, that blows in beauteous pride, 
"With many a fliadc, where peace in rapturous refl 
Holds fwcet afEance to her fcarlefs breaft. 

Pure in its fource, and temp'rate m its way. 

Still flpws the fame, nor finds its urn decay* 

O blifs beyond what lonely life can know. 

The foul-felt fympathy of joy and woe! 

That magic charm which makes ev^n forrow dear. 
And tufns to pkafure the partaken tear! 


long 
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Long, beauteous friend, to you may Heav’n impart 
The foft endearments of the focial heart ! 

Long to your lot may ev’ry blefling flow. 

That fenfe, or tafte, or virtue can beflow ! 

And O, forgive the zeal your peace infpires. 

To teach that prudence which itfelf admires. 


VERSES 
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VERSES IN MEMORY OF A LADY*. 

WRITTEN' at SANOGATE CAST1.E, I768, 

JViff tantum hgentOf quantum fermrt I^ohrt*^ 


L E T Others boaft the falfe and faithlefs pride. 

No nuptial charm to know, or known, to hide. 
With vain difguife from nature's didates part. 

For the poor triumph of a vacant heart , 

My verfe, the God of tender vows infpires, 

Dvvells on my foul, and wakens all her fires. 

Dear, filent partner of thofe happier hours. 

That pafs'd in Hackthorn’s vales, in Blagoon*? 
bowers! 

If yet thy gentle fpirit wanders here. 

Borne by its virtues to no nobler fphere; 

If yet that pity which, of life pofiTeft, 

Fiird thy fair eye, and lighten'd through thy breaftj 
If yet that tender thought, that generous care. 

The gloomy power of endlefs night may fpare ; 

Oh ! while my foul for thee, for thee complains. 
Catch her warm figha, and kifs her bleeding iirains^ 

Wild, wretched wifh ! canpray’r, with feeble breath. 
Pierce the pale ear, the flatued ear of death f 

♦ Wife of the authon She was daughter to Mr. Cracroft of Lm-* 
lolnfeue. 

Let 
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Let patience pray, let hope afpire to pray’r I 
And leave me the ftrong language of defpaiy I 

Hence, ye vain painters of ingenious woe. 

Ye Lttteltoi^s, ye Ihining Petrarchs, go! 

I hate the languor of your lenient flrain. 

Your flow’ry guef, your impotence of pain. 

Oh i had ye known, what I have known, ta prove 
The fearehmg flame, the agonies of lox^el 
Oh! had ye known how fouls to fouls impart 
Their Are, or the life-drops of the heart/ 

Kot like the flreams that down the mountain’s flde. 
Tunefully mourn, and fparkle as they glide; 

Kor like the breezie, that fighs at evemng-hour 
On the foft bofom of fome folding flower; 

Your flronger grief, in flronger accents borne. 

Had Tooth’d the breaft with burning anguilh torn* 

The voice of Teas, the winds that rouze the deep. 
Far- founding floods that tear the mountains lleep ; 
Each wild and melancholy blafl: that raves 
Round thefe dim towers, and fmkes the feeafing 
waves— 

This foothes my foul— ’tis nature’s mournful breath,, 
’Tis nature ftruggling in the arms of death!— 

See, the laft aid of her expiring Hate, 

See lo^ e, ev'n love, has lent his darts to fate * ! 


* The la^y died m child*bed* 
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Oh ! ^vhen beneath his golden (hafts I bled. 

And vainly bound his trophies on my head ; 

When, crown’d with dowers, he led the rofy day. 
Liv'd to my eye, and drew my foul away— 

Could fear, could fancy at that tender hour. 

See the dim grave demand the nuptial flower ? 

There, there his wreaths dejefted Hymen ftrew’d j 
A nd mourn’d their bloom unfaded as he view’d. 
There each fair hope, each tendernefs of life. 

Each nameiefs charm of foft obliging flrife. 

Delight, love, fancy, pleafure, genius fled^ 

And the beft pafiions of my foul lie dead; 

All, all is there in cold oblivion laid, 

But pale remembrance bending o’er a (bade* 

O come, ye fofter forrows, to my breaft! 

Ye lenient fighs, that (lumber into red ! 

Come, foothing dreams, your friendly pinions wave. 
Well bear the fiefli rofe to yon honour’d grave ; 

For once this pain, this frantic pain forego. 

And feel at laft the luxury of woe ! 

Ye holy fuff’rers, that In (Hence wait 
The laft fad refuge of relieving fate! 

That reft at eve beneath the cyprefs’ gloom. 

And fleep familiar on your future tomb; 

With you I’ll wafte the (low-departing day, 

ww, with you, th’ uncolour’d hours away- 


Oh! 
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Oil lead me to your cells , your lonely ailes. 

Where reiignation folds her arms, and fmiles ; 

Where holy faith unwearied vigils keeps. 

And guards the urn where fair CoNSTANTiA*flceps 
There, let me there in fweet oblivion he. 

And calmly feel the tutor’d paliions die. 


^ See Spedtator, 164, 


THE 
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W ARM from this heart while flows the faithful 
line. 

The meanefl: friend of beauty lhall be mine. 

What love, or fame, or fortune could bellow. 

The charm of praife, the eafe of life I owe 
To beauty prefent, or to beauty fled. 

To Hertford living, or Caernarvon dead. 

To Tweed ale’s talle, to Edgecumbe’s feiifc 
ferene. 

And, envy fpare this boall, to Britain’s queen. 

Kind to the lay that all unlaboured flow’d. 

What fancy caught, where nature’s pencil glow’d * ; 
She faw the path to new, though humble fame. 

Gave me her praife, and left me fools to blame. 

Stro ig in their weaknefs are each woman’s charms. 
Dread that endears, and foftnefs that difarms; 

The timorous e5''e retiring from applaufe. 

And the mild air that fearfully withdraws, 

I^arks of our power thefe humble graces prove. 

And, dalh’d with pride, we deeper drink of love. 

Chief of thofe charms that hold the heart in thrall. 
At thy fair fiirine, O Mod esty, wq fall. 

♦ The fahles of Flora. 

4 Not 
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Not Cynthia riftng o’er the watry way. 

When on the dim wave falls her friendly ray; 

Not the pure asther of Eolian Ikies, 

That drinks the day’s firft glories as they rife. 

Not all the tints from evening-clouds that break. 

Burn in the beauties of the virgin’s cheek ; 

When o’er that cheek, undifcipHned by arty 
The fweet fuffufion rufhes from the heart. 

Yet the foft blufh, untutored to controul. 

The glow that fpeaks the fufceptible foul. 

Led by nice honour and by decent pride. 

The voice of ancient virtue taught to hide; 

Taught beauty’s bloom the fearching eye to Ihtin, 

As early flowers blow fearful of the fun. 

Far as the long records of time we trace 
Still flowed the veil o’er modefly’s fair face : 

The guard of beauty, in whofe friendly fhade^ 

Safe from each eye the featured foul is laid,— 

The penfive thought that paler looks betray. 

The tender grief that fleals in tears away, 

♦ Plato mentions two provinces irt one of which WAS" 

called the Qacen*s Girdle, the other the Qwen^sVeii, the re- 
venues of which, no douht, were employed m purchafing thofc 
parts of her Majefty^s drefs. Ic was about the middle of the 
third century that the Eaftern women, on taking the vow of vir- 
ginity, alTumed that veil which had before been worn by the 
Pagan PrieftelTes, and which Js ufcd by the rcligiottft among th€^ 
i^omanifts now. 

The 
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The hopelefs wiOi that prompts the frequent figh. 
Bleeds m the blufli, or melts upon the eye. 

The man of faith through Gerar doom'd to ilrajj, 

A nation waiting his eventful way. 

His fortune’s fair companion at his fide. 

The world his proimfe, pro^ddence his guide. 

Once, more than virtue dar’d to value life. 

And called a Mer whom he ovvned a wife. 

Miftaken father of the faithful race. 

Thy fears alone could purcliafe thy difgrace. 

Go,” to the fair, when confcious of the tale. 

Said Getar's prince, thy husband is tht 
VeilV’ 

O ancient faith! O virtue mourn’d in vain! 

When Hymen’s altar never held a ftam ; 

When his pure torch Ihed undiminifhed rays. 

And fires unholy died beneath the blaze I 

For faith like this fair Greece was early known. 
And claim’d the Veil’s firft honours as her own* 

Ere half her fons, o’er Asia’s trembling coaft. 
Arm’d to revenge one woman’s virtue lolf ; 

Ere he, whom Circe fought to charm in vain. 
Follow’d wild fortune o’er the various main. 

In youth’s gay bloom he plied th’ exulting oar. 

From Itsaca's white rocks to Sr arta’s fliore: 

* tljit 3Iailc of to zU t'&at tn 

anO to 0%r^i. Okn. xx. i6. Y st. Trans. 


Free 
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Free toNERiciAN* gales the veiTel glides. 

And wild Eurotas + fraootlies his warrior-tides ^ 
For amorous Greece, when Love condudis the way, 
Beholds her waters, and her winds obey. 

No objedl her’s but love’s impreffion knows. 

No wave that wanders, and no breeze that blows ; 

Her groves J, her mountains have his power confeU, 
And Zephyr, figh’d not but for Flora’s breafi:, 

*Twas when his iighs in fweeteft whiipers ilrayM, 
Far o’er Laconia’s plains from Eva’s § fhade; 

When foft-ey’d fpnng refum’d his mantle gay. 

And lean’d luxurious on the bread: of May, 

Love’s genial banners young Ulysses bore 
From Ithaca’s white rocks to Sp arta’s ihore. 

With all that foothes the heart, that wins, or waims. 
All princely virtues, and all manly charms. 

All lo\e can urge, or eloquence perfuade. 

The future heroe woo’d his Spartan maid. 

Yet long he woo’d — •—In Sparta, how to yield. 
Beauty, like valour, long maintained the field. 

No bloom fo fair Messene’s banks difclofe^ 

No breath fo pure o’er Tempe’s bofom blows; 

No fmile fo radiant throws the genial ray 
Through the fair eye-lids of the opening day ; 

From the mountain Neritos in ItliaCa, now called Nsridat^ 
•h The Sp^irtan rner. 

j; E mentie d'Alberghe Amore. Tasso. 

^ A mountain in PeloponnejfuSe 

VoL. LXXI. T " But 
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** But deaf to vows with fondeft palTion preft. 

Cold as the wave of Hebrus’ wintry breaft, 
Penelope regards no lover's pain. 

And owns Ulysses eloquent in vain* 

To vows that vainly wafte their warmth in airj 
Infidioas hopes that lead but to delpair, 

** Affedions loft, defires the heart muft rue, 

** And love, and Sparta’s joylefs plains adieu! 

Yet ftill this bofom {hall one palTion fhare, 

** Still {hall my country find a father there. 

Ev’n now the children of my little reign 
** Demand that father, of the faithlefs main ; 

Ev'n now, their prince felicitous to fave, 

Climb the tall clifti and watch the changeful wave. 

But not for him their hopes, or fears alone! 
They feek the promis’d partner of his throne; 

** For her their incenfe breathes, their altars blaze, 

** For her to Heaven the fuppliant eye they raife* 

Ah I fliall they know their prince implor’d in vain? 
<< Can my heart live beneath a nation’s pain?” 

There fpoke the virtue that her foul admir’d, ' 
The Spartan foul, with patriot ardour fir’d* 

Enough I” fhe cried — ** be mine to boaft a part 
In Him, who holds his country to his heart* 
Wor'di, honour, faith, that fair affedion gives. 
And with that virtue, every virtue lives 

f Omnes omnium Caritates, &c* Cic. 


Pleased 
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Pleas’d tliat the nobler principles conid move 
His daughter’s heart, and foften it to love, 

Icarius own’d the aufpices divine. 

Wove the fair crown*, and blefs’d the holy Ihrlne* 

But ah ! the dreaded parting hour to brave! 

Then ftrong afFe^iion griev’d for what it gave. 

Should he the comfort of his Ufe’s decline. 

His life’s laft charm to Ithaca refign ? 

Or, wandering with her to a diftant Ihore, 

Behold Eurotas’ long-Iov’d banks no more ? 

Expofe his grey hairs to an alien iky. 

Nor on his cbuntry’s parent bofom die f ? 

No, Prince, he cried; for Sparta’s happier plain^ 

Leave the lov’d honours of thy htde reign, 

* The women of ancient Greece at the marriage ceremony 
wore garlands of flowers, probably as emblems of purity, fertility 
and beauty* Thus Euripides, 

■ ■■■■■ ttXX* 

Joi XATttfEvJ'&ir’ £y« Viv jjyov, c^sya/A-ov/Amv* Iph. in Avi* 
The modern Greek ladies wear thefe garlands in various forms, 
whenever they appear drefled ; and frequently adorn themfehe* 
thus for their own amufement, and when they do not expedt to 
he feen by any but their domeftics. 

Voyage Literaire de la Grece. 

^ The ancients efleemed this one of the greateft misfortunes 
that could befall them. The Trojans thought it the moft la- 
mentable circumftance attending the lofs of their pilot Pali- 
nurus; that his body fhould be m a foreign country, 

^mmrnrnJgnQtd ^altnure jacebts Arena* 

T 2 


ViRG. 

The 
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The grateful change jfhall equal honours biings 

— Lord of himfelf, a Spartan is a king.** 

"When thus the prince, with obvious grief opprefl, 

Canft thou not force the father from thy bieafl ? 

Not without pain behold one child depart. 

Yet bid me tear a nation from my heart ? 

** -«-Not for all Sparta’s, all Eubeea’s plains*'— 

He faid, and to his couriers gave the reins. 

Still the fond fire purfues with fuppliant voice, 
mov’d, the monarch yields her to her choicco 
** Though mine by vows, by fair affeftion mine. 

And holy truth, and aufpices divine, 

** This fuit let fair Penelope decide 

Remain the daughter, or proceed the bride.” 

O'er the quick blufh her friendly mantle fell, 

And told him all that modefty could teH, 

No longer now the father's fondnefs firove 
With patriot virtue or acknowledg'd love. 

But on the fcene that parting fighs endear’d, 

Bair Modesty's* firfi: honour'd fane he rear'd. 

The daughter's form the pidur’d goddefs wore. 

The daughter's veil f before her bluihes bore, 

^ Paufanias, who has recorded the ftory on which thiS little 
|joem is founded, tells us that this was the fir£t temple credled to 
|Wodef:y m Greece, 

+ See the veil of modefty in the Mufaum Cafiiolmuvip vol. 3 , 
^nd for further proofs of it? hi^h antiquity, fee Horn. OdyH. 1 6 . 

And 
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And taught the maids of Greece this ibvereign law- 
—She moil ihall conquer, who ihall moH withdraw. 


Claud. Epithal. Honor, where he fays, 

Et Cnnes fejiwa ligat Peplumct^e jiuentsat 
Aliev at 

Iphig. in Taur. a< 9 :. 4, and Colut. Rapt. Helen. 1 . i. v, 381.. 
where Hermlone tears her gold embroidered veil on the difap- 
pearancc of Helen; 

rn-mmmmm Aurtum qucK^ut Tvftt cffpltis tegtjtm* 
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THE COUNTRY JUSTICES 
A POEM, 

IN THREE PARTS, 
PART h 


TO RICHARD BURN, LL, D, 

ONE OF HIS majesty’s JUSTICES OF THE PEACE 
FOR THE COUNTIES OF WESTMORLAND 
AND CUMBERLAND, 

Dear Sir, 

A POEM written profefTedty at your requeft, 
naturally addreiTes itfelf to you. The diftmcbon 
you have acquired on the fubjedl:, and your tafte for 
the arts, give that addrefs every kind of propriety. 
If I have any particular fatisfadlion in this publica* 
tion, befide what arifes from my compliance with 
your commands, it muft be in the idea of that tefti* 
mony it bears to our friendfhip. If you believe that 
I am more concerned for the duration of that than of 
the poem itfelf, you will not be raiftaken ; for I am. 
Dear Sir, 

Your truly afei^tionate brother. 

And faithful humble Servant, 


Somerfetihire, 

April 1744* 


THE AUTHOR, 
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THE COUNTRY JUSTICE 

INTRODUCTION. 

TN Richard ’s days, when loft Ms paftur^d plain. 
The wand’ring Bnton fought the wild wood’s 
reign. 

With great difdain beheld the feudal hord. 

Poor life-let vaftals of a Norman lord ; 

And, what no brave man ever loft, poftefs’d 
Himfelf,— for freedom bound him to her bieaft. 

Lov’ft thou that freedom ? by her holy Ihrme, 

If yet one drop of Bntifti blood be thine. 

See, I conjure thee, in the defart lhadc. 

His bow unftrung, his little houlehold laid. 

Some brave forefather; while his fields they fliare*, 

By Saxon, Dane, or Norman banifh’d there I 
And think he tells thee, as his foul withdraws. 

As his heart fwells againft a tyrant’s laws. 

The war with fate though fruitlefs to maintain,. 

To guard that liberty he lov’d in vain. 

Were thoughts like thefe the dream of ancient time? 
Peculiar only to fome age, or clime ? 

And does not nature thoughts like thefe impart. 

Breathe in the foul, and write upon the heart ? 

Aik on their mountains yon deferted ban*^. 

That point to Paolx with no plaufive hand ; 

T 4 Defpifmg 
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Derpifmg fill I, their freeborn fouls imbroke^ 

Alike the Gallic and Ligi^nan } oke ! 

Yet while the Patriot’s gen’rous rage we fhare^ 
Still ci-Li! Jnfety calls us back to care ; 

To Britain loft in either Hfnry's day. 

Her woods, her mountains one wild fcene of prey ! 
Fair peace from all her bounteous vallies fled. 

And law beneath the barbed arrow bled. 

In happier days, with more aufpicious fate. 

The far-fam’d Edward heal’d his wounded ftate ; 
DrCvid of his foes, but to his fubjeds dear, 

Thcfe learn’d to love, as thofe are taught to fear^^ 
Their laurell’d Prince with Britifh pride obey^^ 

His glory flione their difeontent away. 

With care the tender flowY of love to fave. 

And plant the olive on Dtjorder^s grav^. 

For civil ftorms frefh barriers to provide, 

Pie caught the fav’ring calm and falling tide. 

Ajipomtment, and its Fmpofes^ 

The focial laws from infult to prote^I, 

To cherifh peace, to cultivate refpeft ; 

The rich from wanton cruelty reftrainj, 

To fmooth the bed of penury and pain ; 

The haplefs vagrant to his reft reftore. 

The maze of fraud, the haunts of theft explore ; 
The thoughtlefs maiden, when fubdu’d by art. 

To aid, and brjng her ro'isr to her heart j 


Wild 
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Wild riot’s voice with dignity to quell^ 

Forbid unpeaceful paffions to rebel, 

Wreft from revenge the meditated harm. 

For this fait Justice raifed her facred arm 5 
For this the ruial magiftrate, of yore. 

Thy honours, Edward, to his manfion bore. 

Antient Justice’s Hall, 

Oft, where old Air in confcious glory fails. 

On filver waves that flow through fmiling^ vales; 

In Harewood's groves, where long my youth was laid, 
Unfeen beneath their antient world of {hade ; 

With many a group of antique columns crown’d, 

In Gothic guife fuch manlion have I found. 

Nor lightly deem, ye apes of modern race. 

Ye Cits that fore bedizen nature’s face. 

Of the more manly flrudlures here ye view ; 

They rofe for greatnefs that yc nevei knew ! 

Ye reptile Cits, that oft have mov’d my fpleen 
With Venus and the Graces on your green! 

Let Plutus, growling o’er his ill-got wealth. 

Let Mercury, the thriving God of flealth. 

The {hopman, Janus, with his double looks. 

Rife on your mounts, and perch upon your books ! 
But, fpare my Venus, fpare each flfler grace. 

Ye Cits, that fore bedizen nature’s face ! 

Ye royal archite<f^s, whofe antic tafte. 

Would lay the realms of fenfe and nature wafle; 

Forgot 
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Forgot, whenever from her Heps ye ftray. 

That folly only points each other way ; 

Here, though your eye no courtly creature feeSj> 

Snakes on the ground, or monktes in the trees % 

Yet let not too fevere a cenfure fall. 

On the plain precinds of the antient halL 

For though no fight your childifh fancy meets,. 

Of Thibet^s dogs, or China’s perroquets ; 

Though apes, afps, lizards, things without a tai^ 
And all the tribes of foreign mongers fail ; 

Here fhall ye figh to fee, with ruft o^crgrown^ 

The Iron grifEn and the fphynx of ftone ; 

And mourn, negleded in their wafte abodes, 
Fire-breathing drakes, and water-fpouting gods. 

Long have thefe mighty monflers known difgrace^ 
Yet ftill fome trophies hold their ancient place; 
Where, round the hall, the oak^s high furbafe rears 
The field-day triumphs of two hundred years, 

Th’ enormous antlers here recal the day 
That faw the foreft-monarch fored a'way ; 

Who, many a flood, and many a mountain paft, 

Hor finding thofe, nor deeming thefe the laft. 

O’er floods, o’er mountains yet prepar’d to fly> 

Long ere the death-drop fill’d his failing eye ! 

Here fam’d for cunning, and in crimes grown old^^ 
Hangs hds grey brulh, the felon of the fold# 

« Oft 
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Oft, as the rent-feaft fwells the midnight cheer> 

The maudlin farmer kens him o’er his beer. 

And tells his old, traditionary tale. 

Though known to ev’ry tenant of the vale. 

Here, where, of old, the feftal ox has fed. 

Mark’d with his weight, the mighty horns are fpread % 
Some ox, O Marshall, for a board like thine. 

Where the vaft maftei with the vaft Sir Lorn 
Vied in round magnitude— Refpedl I bear 
To thee, though oft the ruin of the chair. 

Thefe, and fuch antique tokens, that record 
The manly fpirit, and the bounteous board. 

Me more delight than all the gew-gaw train. 

The whims and zigzags of a modern brain. 

More than all Afia’s marmofets to view 
Grin, frifk, and water in the walks of Kew. 

Character of a Country Justice* 

Through thefe fair vallies, ftranger, hall thoa 
Hray’d, 

By any chance, to vifit Ha re wood’s lhade. 

And feen with honeH, antiquated air. 

In the plain hall the magillratial chair ? 

There Herbert fate — The love of human kind. 

Pure light of truth, and temperance of mind. 

In the free eye the featur’d foul difplay’d. 

Honour’s llrong beam, and Mercy’s melting {hades 
Justice, that, in the rigid paths of law. 

Would flillfome drops from Pity’s fountain draw. 

Bend 
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Bend o’er her urn with many a gen'rous fear^, 

Ere his firm feal fhould force one Orphan’s tear 5 
Fair Eqjjity, and Reason fcoming art. 

And all the fober virtues of the heart, — 

Thefe fate with Herbert, thefe fhall befi: avails 
Where flatutes order ; or where fiatntes faih 

General Motives for Lenity* 

Be this, ye rural magiftrates, your plan : 

Firm be your juflice, but be friends to man* 

He whom the mighty maftcr of this ball. 

We fondly deem, or farcically call. 

To own the Patriarch’s truth however loth. 

Holds but a manfion crujh'd before the moth* 

Frail in his genius, in his heart, too, frail. 

Born but to err, and erring to bewail, 

Shalt thou his faults with eye fevere explore. 

And give to life one human weaknefs more? 

Still mark if vice or nature prompts the deed j 
Still mark the ftrong temptation and the need ; 

On prefTmg want, on famine’s powerful call. 

At leaft more lenient let thy Juftice fall* 

Afology for Vagrants* 

For him, who, loft to ev’ry hope of life. 

Has long with fortune held unequal ftrife. 

Known to no human love, no human care. 

The friendlefs, homekfs objeft of defpair % 

For 



THE tCOUNTRY JUSTICE. 185 

'For the poor vagrant feel, while he complains^ 

Nor from fad freedom fend to fadder chains. 

Alike, if folly or misfortune brought 
Thofe laH of woes his evil days have wrought 5 
Believe with focial mercy and with me. 

Folly’s misfortune in the firft degree. 

Perhaps on fome inhofpitable Ihore 
The houfelefs wretch a widow’d parent bore; 

Who, then, no more by golden proipefis led, 

Of the poor Indian begg’d a leafy bed. 

Cold on Canadian hills, or Minden’s plain. 

Perhaps that parent mourn’d her foldier dain ; 

Bent o’er her babe, her eye dilTolv’d in dew. 

The big drops mingling with the milk he drew. 

Gave the fad prefage of his future years. 

The child of mifery, baptiz’d in tears ! 

Apostrophe to Edward the Third. 

O Edward, here thy faireft laurels fade! 

And thy long glories darken into (hade! 

While yet the palms thy hardy veterans won. 

The deeds of valour that for thee were done. 

While yet the wreaths for which they bravely bled. 
Fir’d thy high foul, and fiourilh’d on thy head, 

Thofe veterans to their native Ihores return’d. 

Like exiles wander’d, and like exiles mourn’d; 

Or, left at large no longer to bewail, 

Were^ragrants deem’d, and defin'd to a jail? 


Were 
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Were there no royal, yet uncultur’d lands, 

Ko wades that wanted fuch fubduing hands ? 

Were Casss-k ’s heroes fuch abandon’d things? 

O fate of war^ and gratitude of kings ! 

The GypsEY-LiFE. 

The Gypfey-race my pity rarely move; 

Yet their diongthird of liberty I love. 

Not Wilkes, our freedom's holy martyr, more ^ 

Nor his firm phalanx^ of the common fhore. 

For this in Norwood’s patrimonial groves. 

The tawny father with his offspring roves; 

When fummer funs lead flow the fultry day. 

In moffy caves, where welling waters play, 

Fann’d by each gale that cools the fervid fky. 

With this in ragged luxury they he. 

Oft at the fun the dufky Elfins drain 
The fable eye, then, fnugging, deep again; 

Oft, as the dews of cooler evening fall. 

For their prophetic mother’s mantle call. 

Far other cares that wandering mother wait* 

The mouth, and oft the miniffer of fate ! 

From her to hear, in ev’ning’s friendly dxade. 

Of future fortune, dies the village-maid, 

JDraws her long-hoarded copper from its hold ; 

And rufty halfpence purchafe hopes of gold. 

But ah ! ye maids, beware the gypfey^s lures! 

She opens not the womb of time, but yours* 

Oft 
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Oft has her hands the haplefs Marian wrung, 
JVIarian, whom Gay in fweeteft flrains has fungi 
The Parfon's maid — fore caufe had fhe to rue 
The Gypfey^s tongue , the Parfon’s daughter too# 

Long had that anxious daughtei figh’d to know 
"What Vellum’s fprucy clerk, the valley’s beau. 

Meant by thofe glances, which at church he ilole. 

Her father nodding to the pfalm’s flow drawl ; 

Long had fhe figh’d, at length a prophet came. 

By many a fure predidlion known to fame. 

To Marian known, and all fhe told, for true: 

She knew the future, for the pail fhe knew# 

Where, in the darkling fhed, the moon’s dim rays 
Beam’d on the ruins of a one-horfe chaife, 

Villana fate, while faithful Marian brought 
The wayward prophet of the woe fhe fought. 

Twice did her hands, the income of the week. 

On either fide, the crooked fixpence feek ; 

Twice were thofe hands withdrawn from either fide. 
To flop the titt’ring laugh, the blafh to hide# 

The 'wayward prophet made no long delay. 

No novice fhe in fortune’s devious way! 

Ere yet, fhe cried, ten rolling months are o’er, 
Mufl ye be mothers; maids, at leaf!, no more# 

With you fhall foon, O lady fair, prevail 
A gentle youth, the flower of this fair vale. 

To Marian, once of Colin Clout the Scorn, 
Shall Bumkin come, and Bumkinets be born.” 


Smote 
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Smote to the heart, the maidens marvell’d fore^, 
That ten flioit months had fuch events in ftore; 

But holding firm, vhac village-maids believe, 

^hat finfe njuith fate /j milking in a Jte^e ; 

To prove their prophet true, though to their coft. 
They juflly thought no time was to be loft. 

Thefe foes to youth, that feek, with dang’rous art. 
To aid the native weaknefs of the heart; 

Thefe mifcrcants from thy harmlefs village drive. 

As uafps felonious from the kb’ring hive* 


End of the First Part, 


THE 
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A POEM. 

PART IL 

TO ROBERT WILSON CRACROFT, Esq. 

*0 O R N with a gentle heart, and born to pleafe 
With native goodnefs, of no fortune vain. 

The focial afpeft c f inviting eafe. 

The kind opinion, and the fenfe humane ; 

To thee, myCRACROFT, whom, in early youth. 
With lenient hand, and anxious love I led 

Through paths where fcience points to manly truth. 
And glory gilds the manfions of the dead : 

To thee this offering of matur^^r thought. 

That, lince wild Fancy fiung the lyre ahde. 

With heedful hand the Moral Muse hath wrought. 
That Mufe devotes, and bears with honeft pride. 

Yet not that peiiod of the human year. 

When Fancy reign'd, fhall we with pain re\ie\v. 

Ail Nature's feafons different afpeds wear. 

And now her flowers, and now her fruits are due. 


VoL. LXXR 
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Not that in youth we rang’d the fmilmg meads ^ 

On EfTex’ fhores the trembling angle play’d 
Urging at noon the ilow boat in the reeds. 

That wav’d their green uncertainty of fhade : 

Nor yet the days confum’d in Hackthorn’s vale. 
That lonely on the Heath’s wild bofom lies. 
Should we with ftern feverity bewail. 

And all the lighter hours of life defpife. 

For nature’s fcafons different afpe^ls wear, 

And now her flowers, and now her fruits are duej 
Awhile (he freed us from the fcourge of Garb, 

But told us then — for focial ends we grew. 

To find Tome virtue trac'd on life’s fhort page. 

Some mark of fervice paid to human kind. 

Alone can chear the wintry paths of age. 

Alone fupport the far-refleding mind. 

Oh! often thought — when Smithes difcerning care 
To further days prolong’d this failing frame! 

To die, was little— But what heart could bear 
To die, and leave an undiMnguifh’d name^ 

Blagdon-Houfc, 

%% Feb, 1775* 


THE 
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PART IL 

PROTECTION OF THE POOR. 

* while thy rod reftrams the needy crew* 

^ Hemerabei that thou ait their monarch too. 
King of the Beggars !-—Loy'li: thou not the name ? 
O, great from Ganges to the golden. Tame I 
Far-ruling Sovereign of this begging ball. 

Low at thy footftool other thrones (hall fall. 

His alms to thee the whifker’d Moor convey f , 

And Prussia’s flurdy beggar own thy fway ; 

Courts, fenates — all to Baal that bend the kneeij:. 

King of the beggars, thefe are fiefs to thee! 

But {till, forgot the grandeur of thy reign, 

Defcend to duties meaner crowns diidain ; 

That worfi: exciefcency of power forego. 

That jptide of Kings, humanity’s firlfc foe, 

* Pvcfera to the condufion of the firft part, 

ThS Mahometan Princes feem to have a regular of Beg- 
ging. Nothing fo common as to hear that the Dey of Algiers, 

&rc are diffatisfied with then prefents. Itmuft be owned, it woald 
he for the wdfate of the world, if Piinces in general would adhere 
to the maxim, that, a is hstur to heg ihap io JieAU 

J - Tu pofcis viha rerum, 

Quamvis fsrs te auHius egentem, 

U 


Mor, 

Let 
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Let age no longer toll with feeble ftnfe, 

Worn by long fervice in the wai of life ; 

Nor lea\ e the head, that time hath whiten'd, bare 
To the rude infults of the fearching air ; 

Nor bid the knee, by labour harden’d, bend, 

O thou, the poor man’s hope, the poor man’s friend! 

If, when from heav’n feverer feafons fall. 

Fled from the frozen roof, and mouldering wall. 
Each face the pidlure of a wmter-day. 

More flrong than Temers* pencil could pourtray 
If then to thee refort the fhivering train. 

Of cruel days, and cruel man complain. 

Say to thy heart [remembering him who faid] 

^hefe people come ft om far ^ and have no breads 

Nor leave thy venal Clerk empower’d to hear j 
The voice of want is facred to thy ear. 

He, where no fees his fordid pen invite. 

Sports with their tears, too indolent to write | 

Like the fed monkey in the fable, vain 
To hear more helplefs animals complain. 

But chief thy notice fhall one monSer claim ; 

A monller furnifh’d with a human frame. 

The Parifh-oflScer ! — though Verse difdain 
Terras that deform the fplendor of the ftrain % 

It Hoops to bid thee bend the brow feverc 
On the fly, pilfering, cruel Overfeer j 


The 
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The fhuffiing Farmer, faithful to no trull, 

Ruthlefs as rocks, infatiate as the dull ! 

When the poor Hmd, with length of years decay'd. 
Leans feebly on his once fubduing fpade. 

Forgot the fervice of his abler days. 

His profitable toil, and honeft praife. 

Shall this low wretch abridge his fcanty bread. 

This Have, whofe board his former labours ipread ? 

When harvell’s burning funs and fickening air 
From labour’s unbrac’d hand the grafp’d hook tear. 
Where lhail the helplefs family be fed. 

That vainly langmlh for a father’s bread ? 

See the pale Mother, funk with grief and care. 

To the proud Farmer fearfully repair ; 

Soon to be fent with infolence away, 

Referr’d to veftries, and a didant day I 
Referr’d — to penfh’ — ^Is my verfe fevere? 

Unfriendly to the human chara6ler ? 

Ah ! to this figh of fad experience trull : 

The truth is rigid, but the tale is jafl. 

If in thy courts this caitiff wretch appear. 

Think not, that patience were a virtue here. 

His low-born pride with honeft rage eontroul ; 

Smite his hard heart, and fhake his reptile foul. 

But, haplefs ! oft through fear of future woe. 

And certain vengeance of th’ infuldng foe, 

U3 


Oft, 
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Oft, ere to thee the poor prefer their pray’r^ 

The iail extremes of penury they bear. 

Wouldfl thou then ralfe thy patriot office higher 
To fomcthmg more than Magiflrate afpire ? 

And, ieft each poorer, pettier ch.ice behind^ 

Step nobly forth, the friend of human kind ? 

Ihe game I Hart couragecufly purfuel 
Adieu to fear ^ to indolence adieu ! 

And, firft we’ll range this mountain’s Horray 
Where the rude w inds the ffiepherd’s roof deride^ 

As meet no more the wintry blaft to bear. 

And all the wild hoftilities of air. 

— ^That loof have I remember’d many a year; 

It once ga\c refuge to a hunted deer — 

Here, in thofe days, we found an aged pair;— 

But Time untenants— hah! what feed thou there ? 
Horror! — byheav’n, extended on abed 
Of naked fearn, two human creatures dead ! 
Embracing as alive !— ah, ru ! — no life 1 
** Cold, breathlefs!” 

’Tis the Shepherd and his wife* 

I knew the icene, and brought thee to behold 
“What fpeaks more Hrongly than the Hory told. 

They died through want — 

By every power I fwear,, 

If the wretch treads the earth, or breathes the air. 

Through 
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Through whofe default of duty, or de%n, 

Thefe vidims fell, he dies.’* 

They fell by thine 
Infernal !— Mine I — by — ” 

Swear on no pretence : 

A fvvearing Juflice wants both grace and fenfc. 

When thy good father held this wide domain. 

The voice of forrow never mourned in vain. 

Sooth’d by his pity, by his bounty fed. 

The lick found medicine, and the aged bread. 

He left their interell to no parifh-care. 

No bailiff urg’d his little empire there : 

No village-tyrant ftarv’d them, or opprefs’d; 

He learnt their wants, and he thofe wants redrefs’d* 

Ev’n thefe, unhappy ! who, beheld too late. 

Smote thy young heart with horror at their fate. 

His bounty found, and deftin’d here to keep 
A fmall detachment of his mountain-fheep. 

Still pleas’d to fee them from the annual fair 
Th’ unwritten hiftory of their profits bear i 
More nobly pleas’d thofe profits to rellore. 

And, if their fortune fail’d them, make it more» 

When nature gave her precept to remove 
His kindred fpirit to the realms of love. 

Afar their anguifh from thy diflant ear. 

No arm to fave, and no prote<S^ioii near, 

U4 


led 
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Led the lure of unacvounted gold. 

Thy bailiff feiz’d their little flock, and fold* 

Their want contending parifhes Purvey’d, 

And tlf s Jifown’d, and that refus’d to aid : 

A while, who fhould not fuccour them, they tried^ 
And in that while the w retched vidlims died, 

111 fcalp that bailiff — facridee.” 

In vain 

1 0 rave at mlfcbief, if the caufe remain I 

O days long loft to man in each degiee ? 

The golden d^iys of hofpitality ! 

When liberal fortunes vied with liberal ftrife 
To till the nobleft o£ccs of life ; 

When Wealth was Virtue’s handmaid, and her gate 
Gav e a free refuge from the wrongs of fate ; 

The poor at hand their natural patrons faw. 

And lawgivers v;ere fupplements of law 1 

Loft are thofc days, and Fashion's boundlefs fway 
Plas borne the gmuban magiftrate away, 

Sav e in \ijgvsva\ ftreets > or Galhah Ibore, 

The rural patron is beheld no more. 

No more the poor his kind protedion (hare. 
Unknown their wants, and unreceiv’d their prayer. 

Yet has that Falhion, long fo light and vain. 
Reform’d at laft, and led the moral train ? 


Have- 
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Have her^gay vot’ries nobler worth to boall 
For Nature’s love, for Nature’s virtue lofl? 
No— fled from thefe, the fons of Fortune And 
What poor refped to wealth remains behind. 

The mock regard alone of menial flaves. 

The worfhip^d calves of their outwitting knaves I 

Foregone the focial, hofpitable days. 

When wide vales echoed with their owner’s praife^ 

Of all that ancient confeq^uence bereft. 

What has the 7 nodern man of fajhion left t 

Does he, perchance, to rural fcenes repair. 

And waflehis fweetnefs’’ on the eflenc’d air ? 

Ah 1 gently lave the feeble frame he brmgs. 

Ye fcouring feas ! and ye fulphureous fpringsl 

And thou, Brighthelmflone, where no cits annoy j, 
(All borne to Margate, in the Margate-hoy) 

Where, if the hafly creditor advance, 

Lies the light IkifF, and ever-bailing France, 

Do thou defend him in the dog-day-funs I 
Secure in winter from the rage of duns ! 

While the grim catchpole, the grim porter fvvear^ 
One that he is, and one, he is not there. 

The tortur’d us’rer, as he murmurs by. 

Eyes the Venetian blinds, and heaves a flgh, 

O, from each title> folly ever took, 

^lood 1 Maccarone ! Cicilbeo ! 01 Rook I 

fxam. 
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Is it on Garrick’s attitude you <loat ? 

See on the pointed cliff yon lordly goat ! 

Like Lear’s, his beard defcends in graceful fnow^ 
And wild he looks upon the world below* 

Superior heie the fcene in every part! 

Here reigns great nature, and theie little art! 

Here let thy life affume a nobler plan. 

To Nature faithful, and the friend of man ! 

Unnumbei’d objefis afk thy honeft care, 

Behde the orphan’s tear, the widow’s prayer : 

Far as thy power can fave, thy bounty blefs, 
UnHumber’d evils call for thy redrefs, 

Seefl thou afar yon folitary thorn, 

Whofe aged Imh the Heath’s wild winds have torn 
While yet to cheer the homeward fhepherd’s eye, 

A fevj feem llraggling in the evening iky! 

Not many funs have haftened down the day. 

Or blufhing moons immers’d in clouds their way. 
Since there, a fcene that ftain’d their facred light. 
With horror Hopp’d a felon in his flight ; 

A babe juft born that figns of life expreft. 

Lay naked o’er the mother's lifelefs breaft. 

The pitying robber, confcious that, purfued. 

He had no time to wafte, yet ftood and view'd i 
To the next cot the trembling infant bore. 

And gave a part of what he Hole before | 
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Nor known to him the wretches were, nor dear,^ 

He felt as man, and dropp'd a human tear. 

Far other treatment fhe who breathlefs lay. 

Found from a viler animal of prey. 

Worn with long toil on many a painful road. 

That toil increas'd by nature's growing load. 

When evening brought the friendly hour of reft. 

And all the mother throng^! about her breaft. 

The rufHan officer oppos’d her ftay. 

And, cruel, bore her in her pangs away. 

So far beyond the town’s laft limits drove. 

That to return were hopelefs, had fhe ftrove. 
Abandon’d there — with famine, pain and cold, 

And anguifh, flie expir’d — the reft Tve told. 

Now le^ me fwear — For, by my foul’s laft figh. 
That thief lhall live, that overfeer lhali die.’* 

Too late ! — his life the generous robber paid. 

Loft by that pity which his fteps delay’d ! 

No foui-difcerning Mansfield fate to hear. 

No Hertford bore his piayer to mercy’s ear; 

No liberal Juftice firft affign’d the gaol. 

Or urg’d, as Camflin would have urg’d his tale. 

The living objedl of thy honeft rage. 

Old in parochial crimes, and /eerd with age. 

The 
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The gi3\echurch-waiden! — Unabafh^d he bears 
Weekly to church his book of wicked prayers. 
And pours, with all the blafphemy of praife^ 
His creeping foul in Sternhold’s creeping lays ! 


End of Part II. 
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THE COUNTRY JUSTICE, 
A POEM. 

PART m. 


DEPRiEDATION. 

No! Sir John — the miife’s gentle art 
Lives not to bicmifli, but to mend the heart* 
^^hlle Gay's brave robber grieves us for his fate, 

We hold the harpies of his life in hate. 

Ingenuous youth, by natuie's voice addreft, 
finds not the harden’d, but the feeling breaft % 

Can form no wifh the dire effedls to prove 
Of lawlefs valour, or of venal love. 

Approves the fondnefs of the faithful maid. 

And mourns a generous paffion unrepaid. 

Yet would I praife the pious zeal that fares 
Imperial London f rom her world of knaves ; 

Yet would I count it no inglorious ilrife 
To fcourge the pefts of property and life. 

Come then, long iklH’d in theft’s illufive ways, 
Iiord of the clue that tlirids her mighty maze! 

Together 


$ 
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Together let us beat all Gileses Fields, 

Try wbat the night-houfe, ivhat the round-houfeylelds* 
Hang when we muft, be candid when we pleale. 

But leave no bawd, unlicens’d, at her eafe. 

Say firll, of thieves above, or thieves below. 

What can we order till their haunts we know ? 

Far from St. James’s let your Nimrods ftray. 

But Hop and call at Stephen's in their way. 

That ancient viiHualler, we've been told, of late. 

Has kept bad hours, encourag'd high debate; 

That thofe without Hill pelting thofe within. 

Have Hunn’d the peaceful neighbours with their din j 
That if you clofe his private walls inveH, 

Tis odds, you meet with fome unruly gueH— 

Good Lord, Sir John, how would the people Hare, n 
To fee the prefent and the late Lord-mayor * V 

Bow to the majeHy of Bow-Hreet chair I J 

IlIuHrious chiefs * can I your haunts pais^ by, 

Flor give my long-Iov’d liberty a Hgh? 

That heavenly plant which long unb 2 emi£h'd blew, 
BiHionour'd only, only hurt by you I 
DiHionour’d, when with harden'd front you claim 
To deeds of darknefs her diviner name I 
For you grim Licence Hrove with Hydra breath 
To fpread the blaHs of peHilence and death : 

Here for poor vice, for dark ambition there 
She fcatter'd poifon through the focial air* 

Yet 

^ This was wnttea during the mayoralty of 1775. 
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Yet here, in vain — Oh, had her toil been vain. 
When with black wing Ihe fwept the weftern main t 
When with low labour, and infidious art. 

She tore a daughter from her parent's heart ! 

Oh, patriots, ever patriots out of place. 

Pair honour’s foil, and liberty’s difgrace! 

With fpleen I fee your wild lilulions fpread 
Through the long region of a land milled s 
See commerce fink, fee cultivation’s charms 
Loft in the rage of anarchy and arms I 

And thou, O Ch — m, once a nation’s pridc^ 

Eorne on the brighteft wave of glory’s tide! 

Haft thou the parent fpurn’d, the erring child 
With profpefts \ain to ruin’s arms beguil’d ? 

Haft thou the plans of dire defedion prais’d 
For the poor pleafure of a ftatue rais’d ? 

Oh, patriots, ever patriots out of place, 

From Charles quite gracelefs, up to Grafton’s grace? 

Where forty-five once mark’d the dirty door. 

And the chain’d knife * invites the paltry whore ; 
Though far, methmks, the choiceft guefts are fled. 
And Wilkes and Humphrey number’d with the dead, 
Wilkes, who in death would friendfhip’s vows fulfiD, 
True to his caufe, and dines with Humphrey ftill— 

Where 

^ Chained ta the table, to prevent depr?£daiwns» 
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Wheie fculks each dark^ where roams each defperate 
wight, 

Ouls of the day and vultures of the night, — 

Shall we, O knight, with cruel pains explore, 

Clear thefe low alks, and think the bufinefs o’er ? 

No — much, alas^ for you, for me remains. 

Where juftice fleeps, and deprsedation reigns. 

Wrapt in kind darknefs, you no fpleen betray. 

When the gilt Nabob lacquers all the way: 

Harmlefs to you his towers, his forefts rife. 

That fwell with anguilh my indignant eyes; 

While in thofe towers raz’d villages I fee. 

And tears of orphans watering every tree. 

Are thefe mock- ruins that mvade my view ? 

Thefe are the entrails of the poor Gen too. 

*'1 hat column's trophied bafe his bones fupply ; 

That lake the tears that fwell’d his fable eye! 

Let here, O knight, their fleps terrific fteer 

Thy HUE AND CRY, and loofc thy bloodhounds here. 

Oh, MERCY, thron’d on his eternal breaft. 

Who breath’d the favage waters into reft ; 

By each foft pleafure that thy bofora fmote. 

When firft creation ftarted from his thought; 

By each warm tear that melted o’er thine eye. 

When on his works was written these must die! 

If fecret {laughter yet, nor cruel war 

Have from thefe mortal regions forc’d tliee far. 

Still to our follies, to our frailties blind. 

Oh, ftretch thy healing wings o’er human kind ! 

VoL. LXXI. X —For 
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. — For them I afk not, hoftile to thy 
Who calmly on a brother’s vitals prey : 

For them I plead not, who, in blood embrued. 

Have every fofter fentiment fubdued. 

Prisons. 

Yet, gentle power, thy abfence I bewail. 

When feen the dank, dark regions of a gaol; 

When found alike in chains and night enclos’d^, 

The thief detedled ; and the thief fuppos’d i 
Sure, the fair light and the falubrious air 
Each YET- SUSPECTED prifoner might fhare, 

—To he, to languifli in fome dreary cell. 

Some loathed hold, where guilt and horror dwell. 

Ere yet the truth of Teeming fads be tried. 

Ere yet their country’s facred voice decide, 

Britain, behold thy citizens expos’d. 

And blulh to think the Gothic age unclos’d ! 

Filiation. 

Oh, more than Goths, who yet decline to raze 
That peft of James’s puritanic days. 

The favage law^ that barb’roufly ordains 

For female virtue lost a felon’s painsI-—* 

Dooms the poor maiden, as her fate fevere. 

To toil and chains a long-enduring year. 

Th’ unnatural monarch, to the fex unkind. 

An owl obfcene, in learning’s funlhinc blind 1 

Councils 


» 7 J«. C. 4 , 
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Councils of pathics^ cabinets of tools. 

Benches of k^a^ es. and parliaments of fools! 

Fanatic fools, that, in thofo twdight times. 

With wild religion cloak’d the word of crimes 
Hope we from fuch a cre^v, in fuch a reign. 

For equal laws, or poiic} humane ? 

Here, then, O Justice, thy own power forbear; 
The foie protedor of th’ unpitied fair. 

Though long intreat the ruthlefs overfeer; 

Though the loud vehry teize thy tortur’d ear; 

Though all to afts, to precedents appeal. 

Mute be thy pen, and vacant reft thy feaL 

Yet (halt thou know, nor is the difference nice. 

The cafual fall, from impudence of vice. 

Abandon’d guilt by adive laws reftrain. 

But paufe if virtue’s flighteft fpark remain. 

Left to the fhamelefs lafh, the hardening gaol. 

The faireft thoughts of modefty would fail. 

The down-call eye, the tear that flows amain. 

As if to alk her innocence again ; 

The plaintive babe, that numbering feem’d to He 
On her foft breaft, and wakes at the heav’d figh ; 

The cheek that wears the beauteous robe of fhame 5 
How loth they leave a gentle breaft to blame ! 

Here, then, O Justice, thy own power forbear 
The foie protestor of th’ unpitied fau ! 

X s 
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TRANSLATE Dj 
AND ADDRESSED TO A GENTLEMAN OF ITALY* 


ADDRESS: 

TO SIGNR. MOZZI, OF MACERATA. 

r|^0 thee, the child of clalTic plains. 

The happier hand of natuie gave 
Each grace of Fancy’s finer firains. 

Each Mufe that mourn’d o’er Maro’s grave# 

Nor yet the harp that Horace ftrung 
With many a charm of eafy art ; 

Nor yet what fweet Tibullus fung. 

When beauty bound him to her heart ; 

Nor all that gentle Provence knew. 

Where each breeze bore a lover’s figh. 

When Petrarch’s fweet perfuafiofi drew 
The tender woe from Laura’s eye; 


Nor 
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Nor aught that nobler fcience feeks. 

What truth, what virtue muft avoid. 

Nor aught the voice of nature fpeaks. 

To thee unknown, or unenjoy’d. 

O wife beyond each weaker aim. 

That weds the foul to this low fphere. 

Fond to indulge the feeble frame. 

That holds awhile her prifoner here ! 

Truft me, my friend, that foul furvives, 

(If e’er had mufe prophetic Ikill) 

And when the fated hour arrives. 

That all her faculties fhall fill. 

Fit for fome nobler frame Ihe flies. 

Afar to find a fecond birth. 

And, flounfliing m fairer fkies, 

Forfakes her nurfery of earth. 

Oh ! there, my Mozzi, to behold 

The man that mourn’d his country’s wrong, 

When the poor exile left his fold, 

* And feebly dragged his goat along ! 

On Plato’s hallow’d breaft to lean. 

And catch that ray of heavenly fire. 

Which fmooth’d a tyrant’s fullen mien. 

And bade the cruel thought retire ! 

X 3 Amid 


* Hanc etiam Yix Tityre duco. Virc. 
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Amid thofe fairy- fields to dwell. 

Where Tafifo's favour'd fpirit faw 
"What, numbers none but his could tell. 

What, pencils none but his could draw! 

And oft at eve, if eve can be 

Beneath the fource of glory’s fmile. 

To range elyfian groves, and fee 

That Nightly Visitant — ’ere while, 

W^ho, when he left immortal choirs. 

To mix with Milton’s kindred foul. 

The labours of their golden lyres 
Would Ileal, and ^ whifper whence he Hole/ 

Aufonian bard, from my fond ear 
By feas and mountams fever’d long. 

If, chance, thefe humble drains to hear, 

Y ou lea\ e your more melodious fong. 

Whether, ad\ enturous, you explore 
The wilds of Apenninus’ brow. 

Or, mufing near Loretto's * fhore. 

Smile piteous on the pilgrim’s vowj 

The mufe’s gentle ofFeiing ftill 

Your ear lhall \un, your love Ihall wooe, 

And thefe fpring-flov\ ers of Milton fiU 
The favour’d vales where firll they grew. 

For 

^ Within a lew mik§ of Matmtsi. 
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For me, depriv’d of all that’s dear. 

Each fair, fond partner of my life. 

Left with a lonely oar to fleer. 

Through the rude ftorms of mortal ftrife 

When Care, the felon of my days. 

Expands his cold and gloomy wing. 

His load when ftrong afflidlion laj-s 
On hope, the heart’s elaftic fpring. 

For me what folace yet remains. 

Save the fweet Mufe’s tender lyre; 

Sooth’d by the magick of her ftrains. 

If, chance, the felon. Care, retire? 

Save the fweet mufe’s tender lyre. 

For me no folace now remains I 

Yet lhall the felon. Care, retire; 

Sooth’d by the magic of her llrains. 


hlagdon^Houfe^t 

1776. 
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Lady fair^ whofe honour'd name is borne 
By that foft vale where Rhyne fo loves to ftray. 
And fees the tall arch crown his wat’ry way ! 
Sure,* happy he, though much the Mufe’s fcorn. 

Too dull to die beneath thy beauty’s ray. 

Who never felt that fpirit’s charmed fway, 

WTich gentle fniiles, and gentle deeds adorn. 
Though in thofe fmiles are all love's anows worn. 
Each radiant virtue though thofe deeds difplay ! 
Sure, happy he who that fweet voice lliould hear 
Mould the foft fpeech, or fwell the tuneful ftrain. 
And, confcious that his humble vows were vain. 
Shut fond attention from his clofed ear ; 

Who, piteous of himfclf, fhould timely part. 

Ere io\ e had held long empire in his heart I 

SONNET IL 

A S o’ei yon wild hill, when the browner light 
Of evening falls, the Village-maiden hies 
To fofter fomeTair plant with kind fupplies 
Some ftranger plant, that, }et in tender plight. 

But feebly buds, ere Spring has open’d quite 
The foft affedions of ferener Ikies ; 


S® 
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So I, with fuch like gentie thought devife 
This ftranger tongue to culti^^ate with care. 

All for the fake of lovely lady fair. 

And tune my lays, in language Iiitie tried 
Ey fuch as v ont to Tamis' banl s repair, 

Tamis forsook for Arno’s fiOAciy fide, 

So wrought love’s will that ever ruleth v^^ide ! 

SONNET IIL 

^ H AR L E S, muft I fay, what ftrange it feems to fay,, 
^^This rebel heart that Love hath held as naught. 

Or, haply, in his cunning mazes caught. 

Would laugh, and let his captive Heal away; 

This fim^lc heart hath now become his prey. 

Yet hath no golden trefs this lelTon taught. 

Nor vermeil cheek that fhames the rifmg day : 

Oh f no — ’twas beauty’s moH celeHaii ray. 

With charms divune of fovereign fweetnefs fraught! 

The noble mien, the fouI-dilToIving air. 

The bright arch bending o'er the lucid eye, 

The voice that, breathing melody fo rare. 

Might lead the toil’d moon from the middle Oty! 

Charles, when fuch mifchief arm’d this foreign fair. 
Small chance had I to hope this finiple heart fliouid fly* 
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SONNET IV. 

TN truth I feel my fun in thofe fair eyes. 

So ftrongly lliike they, like that powerful ray. 
Which falls with all the violence of day 
On Lybia’s funds— and oft, as there, anfe 

Hot wailing vapours from the fource where lies 
My fecret pain , yet, haply, thofe may fay. 

Who talk love’s language, thcfe are only fghs. 

That the foft ardors of the foul betray 

SONNET V. 

A n artlefs youth, who, fimple in his love. 

Seem’d little hopeful from his heart to fly. 

To thee that heart, O lady, nor deny 
The votive gift, he brings ; fmce that fhall prove 
All change and fear and faliity above; 

Of manners that to gentle deeds comply. 

And courteous will, that never ailceth why ; 

Yet, mild as is the never wrathful dove, 

Firmnefs it hath, and fortitude to bear 

The 

t The Concetti of the Italian In the conclufion of this Sonnet 
were fo obftmate, that it feemed fcarce polTible to reduce them 
into any reputable form of tranflation. Such triding liberties as 
the tranflator fliall appear to have taken with thefe poems, muft 
he imputed to a deflre of getting over blemilheB of the fame 
kind. 
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The wrecks of rature, or the wrongs of fate ; 

From envy far, and low-dehgning care. 

And hopes and fears that vulgar minds await ; 

With the fweet mufe, and founding lyre elate. 

And only weak, when love had entrance there. 


C A N Z 0 N. 

^ AY youths and frolic damfels round me throng. 
And fmiling fay, why, Ikepherd, wilt thou write 
Thy lays of loi e adventurous to recite 
In unknown numbers and a foreign tongue ? 

Shepherd, if Hope hath e\'er wrought thee wrong. 

Afar from her and Fancy* s fairy light 
Fetnc — So they to fport with me delight; 

And other ihores, they fay, and other Hreams 

Thy prefence vvait ; and fweeteft flowers that blow. 
Then ripening blooms leferve for thy fair brow. 
Where glory foon (hall bear her bnghtefl: beams j 
Thus they, and yet their foothmg little feems ; 

If (he, for whom I breathe the tender vow. 

Sing thefe foft and afk the mutual fong. 

This IS thy language, love, and I to thee belong I 


THE 
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Sjl^asy faltu/que Jequamur^ 
IntaBos — — « 


ViRG. 


T O 

THE COUNTESS OF HERTFORD* 
Madam, 

T here is a tax upon the name of the Countefs 
of Hertford, an hereditary obligation to pa- 
tronize the Mufes; and in times like thefe, when 
their influence, I will not fay their reputation, is on 
the decline, they can by no means difpenle with fo 
eflential a privilege. I intreat you. Madam, to take 
the following poems under your protedion. They 
were written with an unaffefied wifh to promote the 
love of Nature and the interefls of Humanity* On 
the credit of fuch motives I lay them at your feet, 
and beg to be elieemed. 

Madam, 

Your moft devoted and 

moft obedient fervant, 

John L anchor ni. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


T N the following poems, the plan of Fable Is fome- 
what enlarged, and the province fo far extended, 
that the original narrative and moral may be 
accompanied with imagery, defcription, and fenti- 
ment. The fceneiy is formed in a department of na- 
ture adapted to the genius and difpofition of Poetry; 
where {he finds new obje<5ls, mterefts, and connexions, 
to exercife her fancy and her powers. If the execu- 
tion, therefore, be unfuccefsful, it is not the fault of 
the plan, but of the Poet. 


FABL E 
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FABLE 1. 

THE SUNFLOWER AND THE 

A S duteous to the place of prajer, 

Withm the convent’s lonely walls. 
The holy fifteis Hill repair. 

What time the rofy morning calls : 

So fair, each morn, fo full of grace. 
Within their little garden rear’d. 

The flower of Phoebus turn’d her face 
To meet the Power fhe lov’d and fear’d. 

And where, along the riling Iky, 

Her God in brighter glory burn’d. 

Still there her fond obferv^nt eye. 

And there her golden breafl: fhe turn’d. 

When calling from their weary height 
On weftern waves his beams to reft. 

Still there fhe fought the parting fight. 

And there fhe turn’d her golden breaft# 

But foon as night’s invidious fhade 
Afar his lovely looks had borne, 

With folded leaves and drooping head. 

Full fore Ihe griev’d, as one forlorn. 


IVY, 


Such 



THE FABLES OF FLORA, 

Such duty in a flower difplay’d 
The holy fillers fmil’d to fee. 

Forgave the pagan rites it paid. 

And lov’d its fond idolatry. 

But painful ftill, though meant for kmda 
The praife that falls on Envy’s ear ! 

O’er the dim window s arch entwin’d. 

The canker’d Ivy chanc’d to hear. 

And See, {he cry’d, that fpecious flower, 
Whofe flattering bofom couits the fun. 
The pageant of a gilded hour, 

The convent’s flmple hearts hath won ! 

Obfequious meannefs ! ever prone 
To watch the patron’s turning eye ; 

No will, no motion of its own ’ 

’Tis this they love, for this they figh : 

Go, fplendid fycophant ! no more 
Difplay thy foft fedudlive arts I 
The flattering clime of courts explore. 

Nor fpoil the convent’s limple hearts* 

To me their praife more juflly due, 

Of longer bloom and happier grace S 
Whom changing months unaker’d view, 

« And find them in my fond embrace,’* 
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How well,” the modefl: flower reply’d. 

Can Envy’s wreHed e^e elude 
The obvious bounds that ftill divide 

Foul Flattery from fair Gratitude. 

My duteous praife each hour I pay. 

For few the hours that I muft live ; 

And gue to him my little day, 

Whofe grace another day may give. 

When low this golden form fhall fall 
And fpread with dufl: its parent plain ; 
That duft fhall hear his t>enial call. 

And rife, to glory rife, again. 

To thee, my gracious power, to thee 
My love, my heart, my life are due ! 
Thy goodnefs gave that life to be ; 

Thy goodnefs fhall that life renew. 

** Ah me ! one moment from thy fight 
That thus my truant-eye fliould ftray ! 

The God of glory fets in night ; 

His faithlefs flower has lofl a day.’' 

Sore griev ’d the flower, and droop'd her head ; 

And fudden tears her breafl bedew’d : 
Confenting tears the fiflers fhed, 

And, wrapt in holy wonder, view'd. 


With 
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With joy, with pious pride elate. 

Behold/' the aged abbefs cries. 

An emblem of that happier fate 
Which heav’n to all but us denies* 

Our hearts no fears but duteous fears, 

No charm but duty’s charm can move 5 
We died no tears but holy tears 
Of tender penitence and love. 

See there the envious world pourtray'd 
In that dark look, that creeping pace I 
No flower can bear the Iiy’s lhade ; 

No tree fupport its cold embrace* 

The oak that rears it from the ground. 

** And bears its tendrils to the fkies. 

Feels at his heart the rankling wound. 

And in its pois’nous arms he dies/' 

Her moral thus the matron read. 

Studious to teach her children dear. 

And they, by love or duty led. 

With pleafure heard, or leem'd to hear. 

Yet one lefs duteous, not lefs fair, 

(In convents fliH the tale is known) 

The fable heard with fiient care. 

But found a moral of her own. 

The 
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The flower that fmil’d along the day. 

And droop’d in tears at ev’mng s fall; 
Too well (he found her life difplay. 

Too well her fatal lot recall. 

The treacherous Ivy’s gloomy fhade. 

That murdered what it mofl: embrac’d 
To well that cruel fcene convey’d 
Which all her fairer hopes effac’d. 

Her heart with ^lent horror fhook ; 

With fighs fhe fought her lonely cell t 
To the dim light (he call one look ; 

And bade once more the world fare^elL 


FABLE IL 

THE ETEHINC PRIMROSI^ 

H E R E are that love the lliades of life. 
And Ihun the fplendid walks of fame ; 
There are that hold it rueful llnfe 
To rifque AMBixioij’s lofing game : 

That far from Envy^s lurid eye 
The fairell fruits of Genius rear. 

Content to fee them bloom and die 
In Friendlhip’s fmall but kindly fpliere. 


Than 
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Than vainer flowers thougli fweeter far. 

The Evening Pnmrofe fhuns the day j 
■Blooms only to the weftern liar. 

And loves its folitary ray. 

In Eden’s vale an aged hind. 

At the dim twilight’s clofing hour, 

On his time-fmoothed flafF reclin’d. 

With wonder view’d the opening flower* 

Ill-fated flower, at ev'e to blow,” 

In pity’s Ample thought he cries. 

Thy bofom muft not feel the glow 
Of fplendid funs, or fmiling fkies. 

Nor thee, the vagrants of the held. 

The hamlet’s little tram behold ; 

«« Their eyes to fweet opprelfion yield. 

When tlnne the falling (hades unfold. 

Nor thee the hafly fliephcrd heeds. 

When love has iiird his heart with cares, 

Foi flowers he rifles all the meads. 

For waking flowers— but thine forbears* 

Ah ! wafle no more that beauteous bloom 
** On night’s chill (hade, that fragrant breath. 
Let fmiling funs thofe gems illume ! 

Fair flower, to live unfeen is death,” 
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Soft as the voice of vernal gales 
That o’er the bending meadow blow. 

Or llreams that ileal through even vales. 

And murmur that they move fo flow ; 

Deep in her unfrequented bower, 

Sweet Philomela pour’d her flrain ; 

The bird of eve approv’d her flower, 

And anfwer’d thus the anxious fwain^ 

Live unfeen ^ 

By moonlight fliades, in valleys green. 

Lovely flower, we’ll live unfeen. 

Of our pleafures deem not lightly. 

Laughing day may look more fprightly. 

But I love the modell mien, 

S^f// I love the modeft mien 
Of gentle evening fair, and her Aar-trained queen. 

Did A thou, Aiepherd, never find, 

Pleafure is of penlive kind ? 

Has thy cottage never known 
That fhe loves to live alone ? 

DoA thou not at evening hour 
Feel fome foft and fee ret power. 

Gliding o’er thy yielding mind. 

Leave fweet ferenity behind ; 

While all difarm ’d, the cares of day 
Steal through the falling gloom away I 


Love 
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Love to think thy lot was laid 
In this nndiflinguilh'd fhade. 

Far from the world’s infedlious view. 

Thy little virtues fafely blew. 

Go, and in day’s more dangerous hour. 

Guard thy emblematic flower* 

FABLE IIL 

TH|: LAUREL A JfD THE REED, 

T he* Reed that once the (hepherd blew 
On old Cephisus’ hallow’d fide. 

To Sylla’s cruel bow apply’d. 

Its inolFenfive mafter flew. 

Stay, bloody foldier, flay thy hand. 

Nor take the fhepherd’s gentle breath : 

Thy rage let innocence withfland ; 

Let mufick foothe the thirft of death. 

He frown d — He bade the arrow fly — 

The arrow fmote the tuneful fwain 3 
No more its tone his hp fhall try. 

Nor wake its vocal foul again*^ 

Cephisus, from his fedgy um. 

With woe beheld the fanguine deed : 

He mourn’d, and as they heard him mourn, 

Aflenting flgh’d each trembling Reed.. 

Y 3 Fair 

^ The reeds on the banks of the Cephifus, of which the (bepm 
herds made their pipes, SylU's foldiers ufcd for arrows- 
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Fair offspring of my waves,’^ he cry’d ; 

That bind my brows, my banks adorn^ 
Pride of the plains, the rivers’ pride. 

For mufick, peace, and beauty born I 

Ah I what unheedfal have we done ? 

What daemons here in death delight ? 
What fiends that curfe the focial fun ? 

** What furies of infernal night ? 

See, fee my peaceful fiiepherds bleed ! 

Each heart in harmony that vy’d. 

Smote by its own melodious reed. 

Lies cold, along my blufhing fide« 

Back to your urn, my waters, fiy ; 

Or find in earth fome fecret way ; 

« For horror dims yon confcious fky. 

And hell has iffued into day/’ 

Through Delphi’s holy depth of {hade 
The fympaihetic forrows ran ; 

While in his dim and mournful glade 
The genius of her groves began. 

In vain Cephisxjs fighs to fave 

The jTwain that loves his wat'ry mead^y 
And weeps to fee his reddening wave. 

And mourns for his perverted Reed ; 
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In vain my violated groves 
«« Mali: I with equal grief bewail. 

While defolation fternly roves, 

«« And bids the fanguine hand allaU. 

God of the genial ftream, behold 
My laurel (hades of leaves fo bare! 

Thofe leaves no poet’s brows enfold, 

«« Nor bind Apollo’s golden hajr* 

Like thy fair offspring, mifapply’d, 

Far other purpofe they fupply ; 

The murderer's burning cheek to hide. 

And on his frownful temples die. 

Yet deem not thefe of Pluto’s race, 

« Whom wonnded nature fues in vain ; 
Pluto difclaims the dire dlfgrace. 

And cries indignant, They are men» 


F * A B L E N* 

THE GARDEN ROSE AND THE WILD ROSE. 



By mountains forc’d-his way to Heer 
Along the lake of Pimble Meee, 
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Barts fwlftly through the ftagnant ixiafsa 
His waters trembling as they pafs^ 

And leads his lucid wave^ below. 

Unmix’d, unfulKed as they flow — 

So clear through lifers tumultuous tide^ 

So free could Thought and Fancy glide 5 
Could Hope as fprightly hold her courfe. 

As firfl: Ihe left her native fource. 

Unfought in her romantic cell 
The keeper of her dreams might dwell, 

Eut ah ! they will not, will not laft— . 
When life’s firft fairy ftage is paft, 

The glowdng hand of Hop e is cold 5 
And Fancy lives not to be old. 

Barker, and darker all before | 

We turn the former profpedl: o’er; 

And find in Memory's faithful eye 
Our little ilock of pleafures lie. 

Come, then ; thy kind recefles ope ^ 

Fair keeper of the dreams of Hop e I 
Come with thy vifionary train , 

And bring my morning fcenes again I 

To Enon’s wild and filent ihade. 

Where oft my lonely youth was laid ; 

What time the mmdiand G e ni us came. 

And touch’d me with his 'holy fiame,— 
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Or, where the hermit, Bela, leads 
Her waves through folitary meads j 
And only feeds the defert-dower. 

Where once (he footh'd my (lumbering hour t 
Or roufed by Stain more's wintry (ky. 

She wearies echo v ith her cry ; 

And oft, what florms her bofom tear. 

Her deeply-wounded banks declare.— 

Where En e n's fairer waters flow. 

By Milton's bower, or Osty's brow. 

Or Brockley's alder-lhaded cave. 

Or, winding round the Druid's grave. 

Silently glide, with pious fear. 

To found his holy (lumbers near.— 

To thefe fair fcenes of Fancy's reign, 

O Memory ^ bear me once again : 

For, when life’s varied fcenes are pad, 

'Tis fimple Nature charms at lafl:. 

'Twas thus of old a poet pray'd 
Th' indulgent power his prayer approv'd. 

And, ere the gather'd Rofe could fade. 

Reftored him to the fcenes he lov'd, 

A Rofe, the poet’s favourite flower. 

From Flora's cultured walks he bore 5 
No fairer bloom'd in Esher’s bower. 

Nor Prior's charming Chloe wore.. 
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No fairer flowers could Fancy twine 
To hide Anacreon’s fnowy hair j 
For there Almerta's bloom divine. 

And Elliot’s fweetefl blufh was there*. 

When {he, the pride of courts, retires. 

And leaves for {hades, a nation^s love. 

With awe the village maid admires. 

How Waldegrave looks, how Waldegravb 
moves. 

So marvell’d much in Enon’s fnadc 
The flov/ers that all uncultur’d grew. 

When there the fplendid Rofe difplay’d 
Her fwelling breall, and fliining hue. 

Yet one, that oft adorn’d the place 
Where now her gaudy rival reigned. 

Of Ampler bloom, but kindred race. 

The peniive Eglantine complained.— 

Miftaken youth,” with flghs ihe faid. 

From nature and from me to ftray ! 

The bard, by fplendid forms betray’d, 

“ No more fhall frame the purer lay. 

Luxuriant, like the flaunting Rofe, 

And gay the brilliant ilrains may be. 

But far, in beauty, far from thofe. 

That flowed to nature and to 


The 
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The poet felt, with fond furprize. 

The truths the fylvan critic told ; 

And though this courtly Rofe,” he cries^. 
Is gay, is beauteous to behold ; 

“"f Yet, lovely flower, I find in thee 

Wild fweetnefs which no words exprelS;, 
And charms in thy fimplicity. 

That dwell not in the pride of drefi,’* 


FABLE V; 

THE VIOLET AND THE PANSV# 

S H E P HE R D, if near thy artlefs breaR 
The god of fond defires repair ; 

Implore him for a gentle guefl:. 

Implore him with unwearied prayer# 

Should beauty’s foul-enchanting fmile. 
Love-kindling looks, and features gay*. 

Should thefe thy wandenng eyeb^Hey 
And Real thy warelefs heart away ; 

That heart {hall foon with forrow {well* 

And foon the erring eye deplore* 

If in the beauteous bofom dwell 
No gentle vittue’s genial fore. 



33^ LANGHORNE’S POEMS* 

Far from his hive one fummer-day, 

A young and yet unpra(flis'd bee. 

Borne on his tend-'^r wings away. 

Went forth the flowery world to fee. 

The morn, the noon in play he pafs'd. 

But when the fhades of evening came. 

No parent brought the due repaft. 

And faintnefs feiz’d his little frame* 

By nature urg’d, by inftiad led. 

The bofom of a flower he fought. 

Where ftreams mourn’d lound a mofly bed. 
And violets all the bank enwrought. 

Of kindred race, but brighter dies. 

On that fair bank a Panfy grew. 

That borrow’d from indulgent (kies 
A velvet fhade and purple hue. 

The tints that ftreamM with gloflfy gold. 

The velvet fhade, the purple hue. 

The flranger wonder’d to behold. 

And to its beauteous bofom flew. 

Not fonder hafte the lover fpeeds. 

At evening’s fall, his fair to meet. 

When o’er the hardly-bending meads 
He fpiings on more than mortal feet t 


Nor 
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Nor glo^va his eye with brighter glee. 

When Healing near her orient breaft ; 

Than felt the fond enamour’d bee. 

When firft the golden bloom he preft. 

Ah ! pity much his youth untried. 

His heart in beauty's magic fpelll 
So never palHon thee betide. 

But where the genial virtues dwell. 

In vain he feeks thofe virtues there ; 

No fouI-fuHaining charms abound : 

No honey’d fweetnefs to repair 
The languid wafte of life is found. 

An aged bee, whofe labours led 

Through thofe fair fptings, and meads of gold. 
His feeble wing, his drooping head 
Beheld, and pity’d to behold. 

Fly, fond adventurer, fly the art 
That courts thine eye with fair attire ; 

Who fmiles to win the heedlefs heart. 

Will fmile to fee that heart expire, 

This.modeH: flower of humbler hue. 

That boafls no depth of glowing dyes. 
Array’d in unbefpangled blue. 

The fimple cloathung of the ikic«— . 
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This flower, with balmy rweetnefs blefti> 
May yet thy languid life renew 
He faid, and to the Violet's breaft 
The little vagrant faintly £ew. 


FABLE VL 

THE QUEEN OF THE MEADOW AND THE 
CROWN IMPERIAL. 


F rom Bactria's vales, where beauty blow« 
Luxuriant in the genial ray ; 

Where flowers a bolder gem difclofe. 

And deeper drink the golden day : 


From Bactria’s vales to Britain’s fhore 
What time the Crown Imperial came,, 
Full high the ftately ftranger bore 
The honours of his birth and name. 


In all the pomp of eaRern Rate, 

In all the eaRern glory gay. 

He bade, with native pride elate. 

Each flower of humbler birth obey, 

O, that the child unborn might hear. 

Nor hold It Rrange in diftant time. 

That freedom even to flowers was dear. 

To flowers that bloom'd in Britain's clime ! 
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Thro’ purple meads, and fpky gales. 

Where Strymon’s * filver waters play. 

While far from hence their goddefs dwells. 

She rules with delegated fway. 

That fway the Crown Imperial fought. 

With high demand and haughty mien : 

But equal claim a rival brought, 

A rival, caird the Meadow’s QuEErsr^ 

In climes of orient glory born. 

Where beauty firfi: and empire grew; 

Where firft unfolds the golden mom. 

Where richer falls the fragrant dew : 

In light’s ethereal beauty dreil. 

Behold,” he cried, the favour’d flower. 
Which Flora’s high commands mvefl: 

With enfigns of imperial power! 

Where proflrate vales, and blufhing meads. 
And bending mountains own hia fway. 
While Persia’s lord his empire feads. 

And bids the trembling world obey ; 

While blood bedews the flraining bow. 

And conqueft rends the fcatter'd air, 

’Tis mine to bind the viflor’s brow. 

And reign in envied glory there : 

^ The lontftD &try!3a©Q, 




Then 
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Their free confent by Zephyrs borne. 

The flowers their Meadow's Queen obey 5 
And fairer bluflies crowned the morn. 

And fweeter fragrance filled the day* 

FABLE VIL 

THE WALL. FLOWER. 

\7|7H Y loves my flower, tlie fweetefl: flowet 
tc V V 'j'jiiat fwells the golden breaft of May, 

Throwm rudely o'er this ruin'd tower. 

To wafle her fohtary day ? 

Why, when the mead, the ipicy vale. 

The grove and genial garden call. 

Will flie her fragrant foul exhale. 

Unheeded on the lonely wall ? 

For never fure was beauty born 
To live in death's deferted fhade! 
f < Come, lovely flower, xny banks adorn^ 

My banks for life and beauty made.'^ 

Thus Pity wak'd the tender thought. 

And by her fweet perfuafion led. 

To feize the hermit-flower I fought. 

And bear her from her flony bed* 

Vot.LXXI* Z I fought 



lA'NGHORNE’S POEMS. 

I fought — ^but fudden on mine ear 
A voice in hollow murmurs bioke. 

And fmote my heart with holy fear— ^ 

The Genius (t/' the Rum fpoke. 

From thee be far th’ ungentle deed. 

The honour-^ of the dead to fpoil. 

Or take the foie remaining meed. 

The flower that crowns their former toilH 

Nor deem that flower the garden’s foe. 

Or fond to grace this barren fhade j 
’Tis Nature tells her to bellow 
Her honours on the lonely dead. 

For this obedient Zephyrs bear 
Her light feeds round yon turret’s mold. 

And undifpers’d by tempells there. 

They rife in vegetable gold. 

Nor fhall thy wonder wake to fee 
Such defart fcenes dillindfion crave 5 
Oft have they been, and oft fhall be 
** Trutl/s, Honour’s, Valoufs, Beauty’s gravei^ 

Where longs to fall that rifted fpire. 

As weary of th’ infulting air ; 

The poet’s thought, the warrior’s fire. 

The lover’s fighs are flceping there. 


When 
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When that too lhakes the trembling ground. 
Borne down by fome tempeftuous fky. 

And many a ilumb’rlng cottage round 
Startles — how ftill their hearts will liel 

Of them who, wrapt in earth fo cold, 

^ ^ No more the fmiling day Ihall viev^ 

Should many a tender tale be told; 

For many a tender thought is due. 

Haft thou not feen fome lover pale. 

When evening brought the penftve hour. 

Step flowly o’er the fhadowy vale. 

And ftop to pluck the frequent flower ? 

Thofe flowers he furely meant to ftrew 

** On loft affedion's lowly cell ; 

Though there, as fond remembrance grew. 
Forgotten, from his hand they fell. 

Has not for thee the fragrant tliorn 
Been taught ^her firft rofe to reflgn ? 

With vain but pious fondnels borne 
To deck thy Nancy^’s honour’d fhrine? 

Tis Natuhe pleading in the breaft. 

Fair memory of her works to find ; 

And when to fate Ihe yields the reft. 

She claims the monumental mind# 


Z z 
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Why, elfe, the o’ergrown paths of time 
Would thus the letter’d fage explore, 

e* With pain thefe crumbling ruins climb. 

And on the doubtful fculpture pore ? 

Why feeks he with unwearied toil 

«« Through death’s dim walks to urge his way. 

Reclaim his long-afferted fpoil. 

And lead Oblivion into day? 

« ’Tis Nature prompts, by toil or fear 

Unmov’d, to range thro’ death’s domain : 

The tender parent loves to hear 
Her childrens’ ftory told again. 

^ Treat not with fcorn his thoughtful hours. 

If haply near thefe haunts he ftray ; 

^ Nor take the fair enlivening floweis 

That bloom to cheer his lonely way.” 

FABLE VIIL 

THE TULIP AND THE MYRTLE^4 

T WAS on the border of aftreara 
A gayly-painted Tulip flood. 

And, gilded by the morning beam. 

Survey’d her beauties in the flood. 

And 

* This Fahle was firft publiflied m a Colh^lion of Letters, 
f ofed to have paflcd between St. Evremond and Waller. 
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And fure, more lovely to behold. 

Might nothing meet the wMful eye^ 

Than crimfon fading into gold. 

In breaks of fairell fymmet ry» 

The beauteous flower, with pride elate. 

Ah me! that pride with beauty dwells I 
Vainly affeds fuperior flate. 

And thus in empty fancy fwells, 

O luflre of nnrlvaird bloom f 
Fair painting of a hand divine ! 

Superior far to mortal doom, 

** The hues of heaven alone are mine! 

Away, ye worthlefs, formlefs race ! 

Ye weeds, that boaft the name of floweri 
No more my native bed difgrace. 

Unmeet for tribes fo mean as yours I 

Shall the bright daughter of the fun 
AlTociate with the flirubs of earth ? 

Ye flaves, your fovereign^s prefence fliun ? 
Refped her beauties and her birth. 

And thou, dull, fallen ever-green t 
f Shalt thou my ihining fphere invade 
My noon-day beauties beam unfeen, 

5^ Obfcur'dheneaththy dulky {hadeT* 
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Deluded flower!"' the M} rtle cries, 

Shall we thy moment’s bloom adore? 
The meanefl flirub that ^ou defpife. 

The meanefl flowei h^s meiit more. 

That daify, in its fimple bloom. 

Shall laid along the changing year ; 
Blufh on the fnow of winter’s gloom. 

And bid the fmiling fpring appear, 

«« The violet, that, thofe banks beneath. 
Hides from thy fcorn its modefl head. 
Shall fill the air with fragrant breath, 
When thou art in thy dully bed, 

Ev’n I, who boaft no golden lhade. 

Am of no fhining tints pofTefs’d, 

When low thy lucid form is laid. 

Shall bloom on many a lovely breafl. 

And he, whofekind and fofiering care 
** To thee, to me, our beings gave. 

Shall near his breaft my flowrets wear. 
And walk regardlefs o’er thy grave* 

f* Deluded flower, the friendly fereen 
** That hides tliee from the noou-tide 
And mocks thy paffion to be feen. 
Prolongs thy tranfitory day* 


But 



THE FABLES OF FLORA. 


But kindly deeds with fcorn repaid. 

No more by virtue need be done : 

I now withdraw my dufky fhade, 

^ ^ And yield thee to thy darling fun 

Fierce on the flower the fcorching beam 
With all its weight of glory fell ; 

The flower exulting caught the gleam. 
And lent its leaves a bolder fmelL 

Expanded by the fearching fire. 

The curling leaves the breafl: difclos’d ; 
The mantling bloom was painted highei. 
And every latent chaim expos’d* 

But when the fun was Aiding low. 

And evening came, with dews fo cold ; 
The wanton beauty ceas’d to blow. 

And fought her bending leaves to fold* 

Thofe leaves, alas I no more would clofe ; 

Relax’d, exhaufied, fickening, palei 
They left her to a parent’s woes. 

And fled before the rifing gale. 
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FABLE IX. 

THE BEE-FLOWER*, 

C OME, kt us leave this painted plain ; 

This wafte of flowers that palls the eye : 
The walks of Nature’s wilder reign 
Shall pleafe in plainer Majelly. 

Through thofe fair fcenes, where yet fhe owes 
Superior charms to Brockman’s art^ 
Where, crowned with elegant repofe. 

He cheriflies the focial heart — 

Through thofe fair fcenes we’ll wander wild. 
And on yon pafture-mountains reft ; 

Come, brother dear! come, Nature’s child! 
With all her Ample virtues blefl# 


The 

* This is a fpecies of the Orchis, which is found in the Barren 
and mountainous parts of Lmcolnflnre, Worcefterfhire, Kent, and 
Hertfordfhire, Nature has formed a Bee apparently feeding on the 
hreaft of the flower with fo much exa£tncfs, that it is impoflible at a 
very fmall diflance to diftmguifli the impofltion. For this purpofe 
fhe has obferved an (economy diiferent from what is found m mo 
other flowers* and has laid the petals horizontally* The genus of 
the Orchis, or Satyrion, Ihe feems profefledly to have made ufe of 
for her paintings, and on the diflferent fpecies has drawn the perfcfi^ 
/ermsof dificrent infects, f«ch as Butterflies, 
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The fun far-feen on diftant towers. 

And clouding groves and peopled feas> 

And ruins pale of princely bowers 

OnBEACHBORouGH’s airy heights fball pleafe< 

Nor Hfelefs there the lonely fcene ; 

The little labourer of the hive. 

From flower to flower, from green to green-^ 
Murmurs, and makes the wild alive* 

See, on that fiowret’s velvet breafl: 

How clofe the bufy vagrant lies I 
His thin- wrought plume, his downy breafl-,. 

The ambrolial gold that fwells his thighs ! 

Regardlefs, whilfl we wander near. 

Thrifty of time, his talk he plies ; 

Or fees he no intruder near. 

And refts in fleep his weary eyes. 

Perhaps his fragrant load may bind 
His limbs we^Il fet the captive free-*-* 

I fought the living Bee to And, 

And found the pitfiure of a Bee. 

Attentive to our trifling fdves. 

From thence we plan the rule of all 5 
Thus Nature with the fabled elves 
We rank, and thefe her Sj>ons we calt 
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Be far, my friends, from you, fiom me, 

Th' unhallow’d term, the thought profane;^ 

That Life’s MAJESTIC source may be 
in idle fancy’s trifling vein. 

Remember flill, *tis Nature’s plan 
Religion in your love to find,* 

And know, for this, flie firfl in man 
Infpir’d the imitative mind. 

As confcious that afieftion grows. 

Pleas’d with the pencil’s mimic power ; 

That power with leading hand Ihe fliews. 
And paints a Bee upon a flower* 

Mark, how that rooted mandrake wears 
His human feet, his human hands I 

Oft, as his lhapely form he tears, 

Aghafl: the frighted plowman flands# 

See where, in yonder orient ftone, 

She feems ev’n with herfelf at ftrife. 

While fairer from her hand is fliewn 
The pidur’d, than the native life* 


Helvetia^ 

^ The wdl known Fables of the Painter and Statuary that fell m 
love with ohjeds of their own creation, plainly arofe from the idea of 
that attachment, which foUows the unuationof agreeable obje<as> 
objeds imitated. 
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Helvetia's rocks, Sabrii^a’s waves^, 

Still many a filming pebble bear, 

Where oft her ftudious hand engraves. 

The perfed form and leaves it there, 

O long, my Paxtok boaft her art ; 

And long her love of laws fulfil : 

To thee fhe gave her hand and heart,- 
To thee, her kindnefs and her Ikiii ! 

FABLE X» 

THE WILDING AND THE BROOM, 

T N i^onder green wood blows the Broom ; 

Shepherds, we’ll trufi: our flocks to llray. 

Court nature in her fweetefl: bloom. 

And Heal from care one fummer-day, 

Fiom Him * whofe gay and graceful blow 
Fair-handed Hump with rofes binds. 

We’ll learn to breathe the tender vow. 

Where flow the fairy Fortha winds* 

And oh ! that He % whofe gentle breafl: 

In nature^s foftefl: mould was made. 

Who left her fouling works impreft 
In chara 61 ers that cannot fadej 

That 

* An Ingenious Portrait Painter in Rathbone Place, 
f WlhLiAU Hamilton of Bangour. 

I Tkomson* 
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That he might leave his lowly fhrine. 

Though fofter there the Seafons 

They come, the fons of verfe divine^ 

They come to fancy’s magic call, 

— What airy founds invite 

My Heps not unreluftant, from the depth 
Of Sh E N E ’s delightful groves ? Repofing there 
No more I hear the bufy voice of men 
Far- toiling o’er the globe — fave to the call 
Of foul-exalting poetry, the ear 
Of death denies attention. Rouz’d by her^ 

The genius of fepulchral lilence opes 
His drowfy cells, and yields us to the day. 

For thee, whofe hand, whatever paints the fpring^ 
Or fwells on fummer’s breaft, or loads the lap 
Of autumn, gathers heedful-— Thee whofe rites 
At nature’s (brine with holy care are paid 
Daily and nightly ; boughs of brighteft green. 
And every fairefi: rofe, the god of groves. 

The queen of flowers, (hall fweeter fave for thee» 
Yet not if beauty only claim thy lay. 

Tunefully trifling. Fair philofophy. 

And nature’s love, and every moral charm 
That leads in fweet captivity the mind 
To virtue — ever in thy neareft cares 
Be thefe, and animate thy living page 
With truth reliftlefs, beaming from the fourcc 
Of perfedl light immortal — ^Yainly boafts 
That golden Broom its funny robe of flowers : 

^ Fair 
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Fair are the funny flowers ; but, fading foon 
And fruitlefs, yield the forefter's regard 
To the well-loaded Wilding — Shepherd, there 
Behold the fate of fong, and lightly deem 
Of all but moral beauty.” 

- — Notinvaln”-^ 

I hear my Hamilton reply, 

(The torch of fancy in his eye) 

«« ’Tis not in vain,” I hear Kim fay. 

That nature paints her works fo gay ; 

For, fruitlefs though that fairy broom. 

Yet ftill we love her lavifh bloom. 

Cheer’d with that bloom, yon defart wild 
Its native horrors loll:, and fmiled. 

And oft we mark her golden ray 
Along the dark wood fcatter day. 

Of moral ufes take the flrife ; 

Leave me the elegance of life* 

Whatever charms the ear or eye 
All beauty and all harmony 5 
If fweet fenfations thefe produce, 

I know they have their moral ufe. 

I know that Nature’s charms can move „ 

The fprings that ftrike to Virtue’s 
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FABLE XL 

THE MISLETOE AND THE PASSION-FLOWER, 

T N this dim cave a druid fleeps. 

Where flops the paffing gale to moan j 

The rock he hollow'd, o’er him weeps. 

And cold drops wear the fretted ftone. 

In this dim cave, of different creed. 

An hermit's holy afiies reft ; 

The fchool-boy finds the frequent bead^, 

Which many a formal matin blefl* 

That truant-time full well I know. 

When here I brought, in flolcn hour. 

The druid's magic Mifletoe, 

The holy hermit’s PalTion-flower, 

The offerings on the niyfllc ftone 
Penfive I laid, in thought profound. 

When from the cave a deep’ning groan 
Iffued, and froze me to the ground, 

J hear it ftlll — ^Doft thou not hear ? 

Does not thy haunted fancy ft:art ? 

The found ftill vibrates thro’ mine ear— « 

The horror rufties on my heart. 


Unlike 
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’XJnllke to living founds it came, 

Unmix’d,. unmelodiz’d with breath ; 

But, grinding thro' fome fcrannel frame. 
Creak’d 'from the bony lungs of death, 

I hear it ftill — Depart/’ it cries ; 

No tribute bear to fliades ^inbleil s 
Know, heie a bloody druid lies. 

Who was not nairfed at Nature^s breail# 

AlTociate he with dmmons dire. 

O’er human vi6lims held the knife. 

And pleas’d to fee the babe expire, 

Smil’d grimly o’er its quivering life# 

Behold his crimfon-ftreaming hand 

Ered ' — ^his dark, fix’d, murderous eyet’? 
In the dim cave I faw him Hand; 

And my heart died — I felt it die* 

I fee him Hill— Doft thou not fee 
The haggard eye-ball’s hollow glare? 

And gleams of wild ferocity 

Dart through the fable Hiade of hair ? 

What meagre form behind him moves. 

With eye that rues th’ invading day;$ 

And wrinkled afpedfc wan, that proves 
The mind to pale remoife a prey 
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What wretched — Hark — the voice replies. 

Boy, bear thefe idle honours hence i 

For, here a guilty hermit lies. 

Untrue to Nature, Virtue, Senfe. 

Though Nature lent him powers to aid 
The moral caufe, the mutual weal ; 

Thofe powers he funk in this dim Ihadc, 

The defperate fuicide of zeal. 

Go, teach the drone of faintly haunts, 
Whofe cell’s the fepulchre of time ; 

Though many a holy hymn he chaunts. 

His life is one continued crime. 

And bear them hence, the plant, the flowers 
No fymbols thofe of fyftems vain I 

They have the duties of their hour ; 

Some bird fome infeft to fuftain/^ 


OWEN 
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N Carr on’s Side the primrofe pale. 
Why does it wear a purple hue ^ 

Ye Maidens fair of Marliwale, 

Why ftream your eyes with Pity’s dew ? 

^Tis all with gentle Owen’s Blood 
That purple grows the Pi imrofe pale; 

That Pity pours tl>e tender Flood 
From each fan Eye m Marlivale. 

The evening liar fate in his eye. 

The fun his golden trelTes gave. 

The Noith’s pure morn her orient dye. 

To him who reds in yonder gravel 

Beneath no high, Infloric (tone. 

Though nobly born, is Owen laid. 

Stretch’d on the green wood’s lap alone. 
He Beeps beneath the waving {hade. 

There many a flowry race hath fprung. 
And fled before the mountain gale. 

Since fixft his fimple dirge he fung; 

Ye maidens fair of Marlivale ! 

A a 
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Yet ftill, when May with fragrant feet 
Hath wander’d o’er your meads of gold. 
That dirge I hear fo fimply fweet 
Far echo’d from each evening fold. 


IL 

’Twas in the pride of William’s ^ day, 

When Scotland’s honours flourifh’d ftill. 

That Moray’s Earl, with mighty fway. 

Bore rule o’er many a Highland hilL 

And far for him their fruitful liore 
The fairer plains of Carron fpread ; 

In fortune rich, in offspring poor. 

An only daughter crown’d his bed. 

Oh ! write not poor«-the Wealth that flows 
In waves of goM round India’s throne. 

All in her Ihining Breaft that glows. 

To Ellen’s f charms, were earth and ftone. 

For her the Youth of Scotland figh’d. 

The Frenchman gay, the Spaniard grave. 
And fmoother Italy applied. 

And many an English Baron brave. 

la 

* William the Lyon, king of Seotland* 

F The Lady Ellen, only Daughter of John Earl of Moray, 
betrothed to the Earl of Nitfw^ale, and afterwards to the Earl 
Barnard, was efteemed one of the fineH: Women in Europe, m- 
fomuch that llic had fevcral Suitors, and Adnurers in Eofeign 
Courts* 
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n by foreign arts alTaiPd 
foreign loves her breaft beguile, 
England’s honeft valour fail’d, 

1 With a cold, bat courteous fmile. 

r woe to thee, young Nithisdale, 
That o’er thy cheek thofe rofes ftiay’d, 
y breath, the violet of the vale. 

Thy voice, the mufic of the lhade ! 

! woe to thee, that Ellen’s love 
\lone to thy foft tale would yield ! 
foon thofe gentle arms fhall prove 
The Conflifi: of a ruder field.” 

thus a wayward Sifier fpoke, 

I call a rueful glance behind, 
m her dim wood-glen Ihe broke, 

I mounted on the moaning wind. 

oke and vanifh’d, — more unmov’d 
in Moray’s rocks, when ilorms inveH^ 
aliant Youth by Ellen lov’d 
h aught that Fear, or Fate fuggefi. 

Dve, methinks, hath power to raife 
‘ Soul beyond a vulgar fiate ; 
icon<juer’d banners he difplays 
trol our fears and fix our fate. 




A a z 
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III. 

’Twas when, on Summer’s fofteft eve. 

Of clouds that wander'd well away. 

Twilight with gentle hand did weave 
Her fairy robe of night and day. 

When all the mountain gales were Hill, 

And the waves llept againll the lliore. 

And the Sun, funk beneath the hill, 

3Left his lall fmile on Lemmermore 

Led by thofe waking dreams of thought 
That warm the young unpraftis’d breall. 

Her wonted bower fweet Ellen fought. 

And Carron murmur’d near, and footh’d her 
info Reft. 


IV. 

There is fome kind and courtly Sprite 
That o’er the realm of Fancy reigns. 

Throws funlhine on the malk of Night, 

And fmiles at Slumber’s powerlefs chains j 

^Tis told, and I believe the Tale, 

At this foft houi that Sprite was there. 

And fpread with fairer flowers the vale. 

And fill’d with fweeter founds the air. 

A Bower 

* A Chain of Mountain s running through Scotland from Eaft toWeft# 
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A Bower he fram’d (for he could frame 
What long might weary mortal Wight : 

Swift as the Lightning’s rapid flame 
Darts on the unfufpedhng fight.) 

Such bower he fram’d with magic Hand, 

As well that wizard Bard hath wove. 

In fcenes where fair Arm Ida’s wand 
Wav’d all the witcheries of Love, 

Yet was it wrought in fimple fhew; 

Nor Indian mines nor Orient fhores 

Had lent their glories here to glow. 

Or yielded here their fhining ftores. 

All round a Poplar’s trembling arms 

The Wild Rofe wound her damafk flowei 5 

The Woodbine lent her fpicy charms. 

That loves to weave the lover’s bower. 

The Alh, that courts the Mountain-air, 

In all her painted blooms array’d* 

The Wilding s bloflbm blufhing fair. 
Combin’d to foim the flowery fhade. 

With Thyme that loves the brown hill’s breaff. 
The Cowflip’s fweet, reclining head. 

The Violet of Iky-woven veil. 

Was all theTaiiy ground befpread. 
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But, who IS he, whofe locks fo fair 
Adown his manly fhoulders flow ? 

Belide him lies the hunter’s Spear, 

Beiide him fleeps the Wairior’s Bow, 

He bends to Exlen — ( gentle Sprite, 

Thy fweet fedudive arts forbear) 

He courts her arms with fond delight, 

And inllant vamfhes ni air. 


V. 

Hafl: thou not found at early dawn 
Some foft Ideas melt away. 

If o’er fweet vale, or flowTy lawn. 

The Sprite of dreams hath bid thee ftra} ? 

Hall thou not fome fair Cbjedl: feen. 

And, when the fleeting form was pafl. 
Still on thy Memory found its mien> 

And felt the fond Idea laft ? 

Thou haft — and oft the pidlur’d view. 

Seen in fome vifion counted vain. 

Has ftruck thy wond’ring eye anew. 

And brought the long-loft dream again,' 

With Warrior-bow, with Hunter’s fpcar. 
With locks adown his flioulder fpread. 
Young NiTHisnALEis ranging near— - 
He’s ranging near yon’ mountain’s head. 


Scarce 
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Scarce had one pale Moon pafs’d away, 

And fill’d her filver urn again. 

When in the devious chace to flray. 

Afar from all his woodland train. 

To Carron’s banks his Fate confign’d ; 

And, all to fhun tlae fervid hour. 

He fought fome friendly fliade to find^ 

And found the vifionary bower. 


VI. 

Led by the golden Star of Love, 

Sweet Ellen took her wonted way. 
And in the deep-defending grove 
Sought refuge from the fervid day—* 

Oh !— Who is he whofe ringlets fair, 
Diforder’d o’er his green veil: flow. 
Reclin’d in reft — whofe funny hair 

Half hides the fair cheek's ardent glow ? 

'’Tis he, that Sprite’s illufive gueft, 

( Ah me ! that Sprites can Fate control 1) 
That lives ftill imag’d on her breaft. 

That lives ftill pidur’d in her foul* 

As when fome gentle Spirit fled 
From earth to breathe Elyfian air. 

And in the train whom we call dead. 
Perceives its long-lov’dpaxtner therc^ 

A a 4 
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Soft fudden Pleafure rafhes o'er 
Kefiftlefs, o’er its airy Frame, 

To fnd Its future Fatereilore 
The objecl of it^s former flame. 

So Ellen Rood— lefs power to move 
Had he, who, bound in Slumber's cham<j 
Seem’d haply, o’e^ his hills to rove. 

And wiitd his Woodland chace again. 

She flood, but trembled — mingled Fear, 
And fond Delight and melting Lo\ e 
Seiz’d all her Soul ; fhe came not near. 
She came not near that fated gro\ e. 

She flrives to fly — from Wizzard’s Wand 
As well might powerlefs captive fl> — 
The new cropt flower falls from her hand— 
Ah ! fail not with that flower to die I 

VII. 

Haft thou not feen fome azure gleam 
Smile in the Morning’s orient eye. 

And fkirt the reddening cloud’s foft beam 
What time the Sun was hailing nigh ? 

Thou haft— and thou canft fancy well 
As any Mufe that meets thine ear. 

The Soul- fet eye of Nitkisdale, 

When wak'd, it fix’d on Ellen near. 


Silent 
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Silent they gaz’d — that Hlence broke ; 

Hail Goddefs of thefe groves, he cry’d^ 
O let me wear thy gentle yoke! 

O let me in thy fervice bide! 

For Thee I”ll climb the mountain Heep, 
Unwearied chafe the deftm’d prey. 

For thee 111 pierce the wild wood deep. 
And part the fprays that vex thy way.’^ 

For thee — O Granger, ceafe,’’ Ihe faid. 
And fwift away, like Daphne, flew. 

But Daphne's flight was not delay’d 
By aught that to her bofom grew. 

^Twas Atalanta's golden fruit. 

The fond Idea that confin’d 
Fair Ellen’s Heps, and blefs’d his fuit. 

Who w’as not far, not far behind. 

VTIL 

O Love! within thofe golden vales, 

Thofe genial airs where thou w^afl: born. 
Where nature, liftening thy foft tales. 

Leans on the rofy breafi: of Morn. 

Where the fweet Smiles, the Graces dwell. 
And tender fighs the heart emove. 

In filent eloquence to tell 
Thy tale, O foul-fubduing Love I 


Aht 
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Ah^ wheiefoie HiouW gum Rage be mgb. 
And dark DiftruH, with changeful face. 
And Jealcufj^’s re\erted eye 

Be near th} fan, thy favourM place ^ 


IX. 

lari Barnard x\a<? of high degree. 

And lord of many a lowland hind ; 

A-nd long for Elltn love had He, 

Had love, but not of gentle kind. 

Fiom Moray’s hulls her abfent hour 
He v\atch’d with all a mifer’s care ; 

The wide domain, the princely dower 
Made Ellen more than Ellen fair. 

Ah wretch ! to think the liberal foul 
May thus with fair affe^ion part ! 

Though Lothian’s vales thy fway controul. 
Know, Lothian is not worth one heart# 

Studious he marks her abfent hour. 

And, vyindmg far where Carron Bows, 

Sudden he fees the fated bower. 

And red rage on his dark brow glows. 

For who is He?-— ’Tis Nithisdale ! 

And that fair form with arm reclin’d 

On his? — ^’Tis El^-en of the vale, 

’Tis file (O powers of vengeance 1) kind. 


Should 



DWEN OF CAREOR 


3^3 


Should He that Veugeance fwift puriue B 
No — that would all his hopes deflrxjy ^ 
Moray would vauifh from his view. 

And rob him of a mifer^s joy* 

Unfeen to Moray’s halls he hies— 

He calls his Haves, his ruffian band. 

And, hafte to yonder groves/' he cries. 

And ambulh'd lie by C arrow's ffrand* 

What time ye mark from bower or glen 
A gentle lady take her way. 

To diftance due, and far from ken. 

Allow her length of time to flray* 

1'hen ranfack ftralght that range of groves^— » 
With hunter’s fpear, and veff: of green : 

If chance a rofy ftripling roves,— 

Ye well can aim your arrows keen.’^ 

And now the ruffian Haves are nigh. 

And Ellen t;^es her homeward way ; 
Though Hay’d by many a tender %h. 

She can no longer, longer Hay. 

Penfive, againH yon Poplar pale 
The Lover leans his gentle heart, 

Revolving many a tender tale. 

And wond'ring ftili how they could part. 


Three 
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Three arrows pierc’d the defert air. 

Ere yet his tender dreams depart ; 

And one ftruck deep his forehead fair. 

And one went through his gentle hearta 

Love’s xvaking dream is loll in lleep— 

He lies beneath yon Poplar pale ! 

Ah ! could we marvel ye Ihould weep; 

Ye maidens fair of Marlivale ! 


X- 

When all the mountain gales were ftlll, 
And the wave llept againfl the fhore. 

And the Sun, funk beneath the hill. 

Left his lafl fmile on Lemmermore; 

S\^eet Ellen takes her wonted way 
Along the fairy-featur’d vale : 

Bright o’er his wave does Carr on play. 
And foon fhe’ll meet her Nithisdalf* 

She'll meet him foon — for at her fight 
Swift as the mountain deer he fped ; 

The evening fhades will fink in night,-— 
Where art thou, loitering lover, fied ? 

O ! ihe will chide thy trifling flay. 

E’en now the foft reproach Ihe frames : 
Can lovers brook fuch long delay ? 

Lovers that boaft of ardetitjlamcs!'^ 


He 
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He comes not^ — ^weaiy with the chace. 

Soft {lumber o’er his eyelids throws 

Her veil — well fleal one dear embrace. 

Well gtni]y Ileal on his repofe. 

This is the bower — we’ll foftly tread— 

He fleeps beneath yon Poplar pale — 

Lover, if e’er thy heart has bled. 

Thy heart will far forego my tale ! 

XI. 

Ellen is not in princely bower, 

She’s not in Moray’s fplendid train j 

Their miflrefs dear, at midnight hour. 

Her weeping maidens feek in vain. 

Her pillow fwells not deep with down ; 

For her no balms their fweets exhale : 

Her limbs are on the pale turf thrown, 

Prefs’d by her lovely cheek as pale. 

On that fair cheek, that flowing hair. 

The broom it’s yellow leaf hath flied. 

And the chili mountain’s early air 
Blows wildly o’er her beauteous head* 

As the foft flar of Orient day. 

When clouds involve his rofy light, 

Darts through the gloom a tranfient ray. 

And leaves the world once more to night 5 

Returning' 
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Returning life illames her eye. 

And flaw its languid orb unfolds—* 

What are thofe bloody arrows nigh ? 

Sure, bloody arrows fhe beholds ! 

'What was that form fo ghaftly pale. 

That low beneath the Poplar lay ?— 

Twas fome poor youth — Ah NithisdaleI'* 

She faid, and fdcnt funk away. 

XII. 

The morn is on the mountains fpread. 

The Wood-lark trills his liquid Aram— - 

Can mom’s fweet muflc roufe the dead ^ 

Give the fet e} e it’s foul again ^ 

A fhepherd of that gentler mind 
Which Nature not profufely fields. 

Seeks in thefe lonely lhades to find 
Softie wanderer from hus little fields, 

Aghaft he flands — and Ample fear 
O’er all his paly vifage glides — 

Ah me I what means this mifery here ? 

What fate this lady fair betides !” 

He bears her to his frier^ly home. 

When life, he finds, has but retir’d ^ 

With hafte he frames the lover’s tomb. 

For Itis is quite, k quite e;sspir’d i 

4 Xlllf 
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XIII. 

O hide me in thy humble bower,*^ 
Returning late to life, Ihe faid ; 

1*11 bind thy crook with many a flower ; 
With many a rofy wreath thy head. 

Good fhepherd, halle to yonder grove. 
And, if my Love afleep is laid. 

Oh ! wake him not ; but fofdy move 
Some pillow to that gentle head. 

*’* Sure, thon wilt know him, Ihepherd fwain. 
Thou know’ll the Sun rife o*er the fea- 
** But oh ! no lamb in all thy train 
Was e*er fo mild, fo mild as he.” 

His head is on the Wood-mofs laid ; 

1 did not wake his Humber deep — 

Sweet ling the Redbreall o’er the lliade— 
Why, gentle lady, would you weep 

As flowers that fade in burning day. 

At evening find the dew-drop dear. 

But fiercer feel the noon-tide ray. 

When foften’d by the nightly tear ; 

Returning In the flowing tear. 

This lovely fliower, more fweet than they. 
Found her fair foul, and wandering near. 

The flxanger, Rcafon, crof8*d hex way. 


Found 
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Found her fair Soul — Ah ! fo to find 
Was but more dreadful guef to know I 
Ah ! fure, the privilege of mind 
Can not be worth the wiflx of woe ! 

XIV. 

'On Melancholy’s filent urn 
A fofter fhade of forxow falls. 

But Ellen can no more return. 

No more return to Moray’s halls. 

Beneath the low and lonely fhade 

The llow-confuming hour fhell weep. 

Till Nature feeks her laft-Ieft aid. 

In the fad, fombrous arms of deep* 

Thefe jewels, all unmeet for me, 

Shalt thou,” fhe faid, good Ihepherd, take 
Thefe gems will purchafe gold for thee. 

And thefe be thine for Ellen’s fake^ 

So fail thou not, at eve and morn. 

The Rofemary’s pale bough to bring— 

Thou know’ll where I was found forlorn— 
Where thou halt heard the Redbreafl fing. 

Heedjfel I’ll tend thy flocks the while. 

Or aid thy Ihepherdefs’s care. 

For I will lliare her humble toil. 

And I her friendly roof wnil lhared* 
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XV. 

And now twolongfome years are paff 
In luxury of lonely pain— 

The lovely mouruer, found at laH, 

To Moray’s halls is borne again* 

Yet has Ihe left one objedi: dear. 

That wears Love’s funny eye of joy— * 

Is Nithisdale reviving here ? 

Or is it but a Ihepherd’s boy ? 

By Carr on’s fide, a Ihephcrd’s boy. 

He binds his vale-flowers with the reed : 

He wears Love’s funny eye of joy. 

And birth he little feems to heed. 

XVL 

But ah ! no more his infant Jleep 
Clofes beneath a mother’s fmile> 

Who, only when it clos’d, would weep. 

And yield to tender woe the while. 

No more, with fond attention dear. 

She feeks th’unfpoken wifh to find j 

ISFo more fhall fhe, with Pleafure’s tear. 

See the foul waxing into mind. 

R b XVU. 
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Does Nature bear's tyrant’s breaft ? 

Is fhe the friend of ftern controul ? 
Wears fhe the Defpot’s purple vefl ? 

Or fetters fhe the .free-born foul ? 

Where, worfl of tyrants, is thy claim 
In chains thy childrens’ breafls to bind ? 
Gav’fl thou the Promethean flame ? 

The incommunicable mind? 

'Thy offspring are great Nature’s^— freCj^ 
And of her fair dominion heirs ; 

Each privilege fhe gives to thee j 
Know, that each privilege is theirso 

They have thy feature, wear thine eye. 
Perhaps forae feelings of thy heart ; 

And wilt thou their lov’d hearts deny 
To their fair, their proper part ? 

XVIII. 

The Lord of Lothian’s fertile vale. 
Ill-fated Ellen, claims thy hand ; 
Tfeouknow’fl: not that thy Nithisdalk 
Was low laid by his ruffian-band* 
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And Moray, with unfather'd eyes. 

Fix’d on fair Lothian's fertile dale^ 
Attends his human facrifice. 

Without the Grecian pamter^s veil, 

'O married Love ! thy bard fhall own. 

Where two congenial fouls unite. 

Thy golden chain inlaid with down. 

Thy lamp with heaven’s own iplendour bright. 

But if no radiant liar of Love, 

O Hymen ! fmile on thy fair rite. 

Thy chain a wretched weight lhall prove> 

Thy lamp a fad fepulchral light. 

XIX. 

And now has Time’s flow wandering tving 
JBorne many a year un mark’d with fpeed— 
Where is the boy by Carr on’s fpring. 

Who bound his vale-flowers with the reed J 

Ah me I thofe flowers he binds no more; 

No EARLY charm returns again 5 
The parent Nature keeps in ftore 
Her befl: joys for her little train. 

No longer heed the Sun-beam bright 
That plays on Carron’s breafl: he can, 

Reafon has lent her quiv’xing light. 

And fhewn the checquer’d field of man, 

B b 
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As the fiift human heir of earth 
With penfive eye himfelf furveyM, 
And, all unconfcious of his birth. 

Sate thoughtful oft in Eden^s lhadc 

In penfive thought fo Ow e n ftray’d 
Wild Carron’s lonely woods amongj, 
And once, within their gieenefl glade. 

He fondly framed this fimple fong. 

XXL 

Why is this crook adorn’d with gold ? 
Why am I tales of ladies told > 

Why does no labour me employ3 
If I am but a Ihepherd's boy ? 

A lilken veft like mine fo gieen 
In Ihepherd’s hut I have not feen-«— 

Why fhould I in fuch vellure joy 
If I am but a fhepherd’s boy ? 

I know it is no fhepherd's art 
His written meaning to impart— 

They teacli n^e, fare, an i<ie toy^ 

If I am but a fliepherd’s boyv 
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This bracelet bright that binds my arm- 
It could not come from Ihepherd’s farm 5 
It only woujd that arm annoy. 

If I were but a fhepherd's boy. 

And, O thou filent pidure fair, 
Thatlov’ft to fmile upon me there, 

O fay, and fill my heart with joy. 

That I am NOT a Ihepherd^s boy. 


XXII. 

Ah lovely youth 1 thy tender lay 
May not thy gentle life prolong; 

See ’ft thou yon Nightingale a prey 
The fierce Hawk hovering o’er his fong } 

His little heart is large with love : 

He fweetly hails his evening ftar. 

And Fate’s more pointed arrows move, 

Infidious, from his eye afar. 

XXIIL 

The fhepherdefs, whofe kindly care 
Had watchM o’er Owen’s Infant breath, 

Muft now THEIR filent manfions fiiaxe. 

Whom Time leads calmly down to death. 

O tell me, parent if thou art. 

What is this lovely pi<fture dear ? 

Why wounds its mournful eye my heart. 

Why flows from mine th’unbidden tear ? 

B b 3: Ahr 



©WEN OF CAEROH. 


%fS 


XXV. 

No, I am not a fliepherd's boy,?* 

Awaking from his dream, he faid, 

«« Ah where is now the promis'd joy 
Of this ?— for ever, everEed! 

O pidure dear f— for her lov’d fake 
How fondly could my heart bewail t 
My friendly fhepherdefs, O wake. 

And tell me more of this fad tale. 

^ O tell me more of this fad tale— 

No ; thou enjoy thy gentle ileep I 
And I will go to Lothian's Vale, 

And more than all her waters weep/* 

XXVL 

Owen to Lothian's Vale is Eed— 

Earl Barnard’s lofly towers appear— 

5^ O ! art thou there,’* the full heart faid, 

« 0 1 art thou there, my parent dear T* 

Tes, Iheis there: from idle Eate 
Oft has {he ftole her hour to weep 5 
Think how ihe by thy cradle late/’ 

And how Ihe fondly faw thee deep 

^Seethe ancient Seotdfli Ballad, called Gjjx, M«rxjc3s?# 
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Now tries his trembling hand to frame 
Full many a tender line of love ; 

And ftill he blots the parent’s name. 

For that, he fears, might fatal prove* 

XXVIL 

O’er a fair fountain’s fmiling f de 
Reclin’d a dim tou-er, clad with mofs. 

Where every bird was wont to bide. 

That langiufh’d for it’s partner’s lofs. 

This fcene he chofe, this fcene affign’d 
A parent’s frll embrace to wait. 

And many a foft fear fill’d his mind. 

Anxious for his fond letter's fate. 

The hand that bore thofe lines of love. 

The well-informing bracelet bore— 

Ah ? may they not unprofperoub prove I 
Ah! fafely pafs yon dangerous door 1 

XXVIII, 

She comes not can fhe then delay ?’* 

Cried the fair youth, and dropt a tear— 

Whatever filial love could fay. 

To her I faid, and call’d her dear* 

She comes— Oh I No— encircled round 
Tis feme rude chief with many a fpear, 

** My haplefs tale that earl has found — 

*>« Ah me I my heart!— for Ifear.’^ 

Hr* 
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His tender tale that earl had read. 

Or ere it reach’d his lady’s eye. 

His dark brow wears a cloud of red^ 

In rage he deems a rival nigh. 

XXIX. 

’Tis o’er — thofe locks that wav’d in gold^ 

That wav’d adown thofe cheeks fo fair,, 

Wreath’d in the gloomy tyrant’s hold. 

Hang from the fever’d head in air : 

That ftreaming head he joys to bear 
In horrid guife to Lothian’s halls; 

Bids his grim ruSians plaee it there, 

Ere^ft upon the frowning walls. 

The fatal tokens forth he drew — 

Know’ll: thou tliefe — Ellen of the Vale P 

The pidur’d bracelet foon the knew. 

And foon her lovely cheek grew pale, — » 

The trembling vicflim, ftraight he led. 

Ere yet her foul’s hrH fear was o’er : 

He pointed to the ghaftly head 
She faw — and funk to rife no more.. 


END OF VOL. LXXl 
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